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PREFACE 
I 
• 
Many years have passed since I first left the 
shores of Newfoundland to seek the "pot of gold at 
the_ rainbow's end," and the realization of youth's 
unfulfilled dreams. 
In that tim.e, my wandering feet have trod the 
soil of many lands, and my opportunities of keeping 
in touch with the old home, have been few. Never- · 
theless my love for it has never diminished, but 
rather has it increased with the passing years, and 
now, as I linger for awhile in the pleasant, sunny 
land of memory, the gentle muse of fond recollec-
tions, softened and misty by time and distance, in-
tones a sweet melody upon my heart strings. 
Times change, friends pass; the circle grows nar-
rower, and life more lonely. The relentless ferry-
man puts out from the distant shore, and slowly but 
surely, the boat approaches the strand from which 
we gaze witl1 straining eyes, fearfully, yet hopefully. 
How many amongst us "overdue in port," will be 
called upon to take the next fatal voyage? 
. One by one they drop out, the friends of our 
youth, and those of us who are left behind, must 
console ourselves with the faded souvenirs of mem-
ory, for which slight consolation, God be thanked! 
Oh, for the "days of yore!" The days, "when we 
were twenty-one," or less, and life seemed a great 
adventure that stretched out so far beyond the lim-
its of our wandering imagination. 
15 
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Youth; hot, impulsive youth, is rarely satisfied 
with the present, and ever straining at the leash, 
longs to leave the quietude and serenity of the shel-
tered home, and n1arch, with eager, restless feet, aye, 
even tho' they become bruised and bleeding, over the 
rough, but fascinating road which seems to point to 
the promised land of Heart's Desire. 
Not always indeed, do we reach the cherished 
goal, and even though we do, there are times when 
all that we have achieved, satiates, and we look back 
upon the struggle, and wonder, if, after all, it was 
worth while; and in this retrospective hour, the 
ghosts of memory rise up before our troubled eyes, 
and once familiar forms and scenes of the dear long 
ago, pass in solemn review, and we long "for the 
touch of a vanished hand, and the sound of a voice 
that is still." 
So it comes to us with a poignant force, that boy-
hood; happy, carefree boyhood, (alas, a long jour-
I)ey for most of us!) and the simple pleasures. of that 
dear old place we called Home, were worth far more, 
than all the success we may have gained in our 
tempestuous struggle, with a harsh and busy world. 
It is with these thoughts in mind, that I venture to 
send this little messenger on its journey, with the 
hope that its contents may merit the tribute of a 
smile, or perhaps a vagrant tear of recollection to 
these sons and daughters of Terra Nova, who still 
cherish the memory of the old land, and the days of 
long ago. 
The times of which I write, in St. John's at least, 
were the days of haircloth furniture, kerosene lamps, 
hooked mats, antimacassers, china dogs, conks, boot-
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jacks, copper toed boots, top buggies, and green half 
doors. 
There was no "boozing," younger generation or 
hip flask toters. No "jazz," no night clubs; and yet 
I doubt if the young people of the present day are 
as genuinely happy in their modes of enjoyment, as 
we unsophisticates, were at their age. 
I wish to assure my readers, especially, my own 
countrymen, that in using the names and anecdotes 
of local "characters," well known in that period, to 
every man, woman, and child in the city, I have no 
intention whatever of holding these people up to 
ridicule. 
This little volume is written solely for the purpose 
of reviving old and dear memories almost forgotten, 
or in hazy perspective, and as these "characters" 
formed a certain phase of the social life of the time 
in St. John's, I feel that their introduction is a neces-
sary part of these reminiscences. 
The portion of this book referring to them, first 
appeared in the N ewjoundland Weekly of Boston 
about four years ago, under the heading of "Do You 
Remember," and as no adverse criticism reached me 
from the large number of readers of that paper, all 
over the world, but on the contrary, many letters of 
appreciation from Newfoundlanders, at home and 
abroad, I feel assured that none of my countrymen 
will be so supersensitive, as to misconstrue, or mis-
understand my motives. 
I shall essay no strict continuity, but will voice the 
thoughts and memories as they come up before me, 
and if I can succeed in imparting to my readers a 
moiety of the pleasure which I have enjoyed in pen-
• 
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ning these few reminiscences, I shall feel well repaid 
for my efforts. 
I am greatly indebted to the Rt. Hon. Lord Morris, 
for his kindly interest in loaning me a copy of typical 
Newfoundland poems, published by Mr. James 
Murphy of St. John's, several of which I have taken 
the liberty of adding at the end of this book. 
All of these poems which are here reproduced, 
seem to me to be especially appropriate, and each is -
fro1n the gifted pen of a New-foundlander. 
lVIost of the writers, have gone the way of all flesh, 
but their memory will ever remain green in the hearts 
of their countrymen. Those still alive, will, I hope, 
be spared many more years, with their muse unim-
paired to the end. 
I also wish to acknowledge my thanks for the 
kindly assistance given me by two expatriated New-
foundlanders, Walter Scott of Norwich, England, 
and F'. J. Canning of Los i\ngeles, California, who 
furnished from the store house of their memories, 
several of the stories and incidents, which I had for-
gotten, or which were entirely new to me. 
In dedicating this little volume to Lord Morris I 
have chosen the best k_nown, and most outstanding 
of Ne'tvfoundland's sons, who by his political genius~ 
- his unselfish·, and tireless efforts on behalf of his 
cou11trymen, in Press and fJarliament, has not only 
· endeared himself to 11s all, but has received from 
the l\1other Land the highest honor ever bestowed 
upon one of our people. 
Representing, as he does, the highest type of New-
foundlande~, we all share, vicariously in this honor, 
and irrespective of political creeds, all of his coun-
trymen, I am sure, wish him, and Lady Morris, many 
PREFACE 19 
happy and useful years in the land of their adoption. 
]OHN MACLAY BYRNES. 
422 Avenue C, N.E. 
Winter Haven, F~lorida, U.S.A. 

THE PATHS TO 
YESTERDAY 
The hills of home, they call me, 
I hear them in the rain ; 
I hear them in the darkness, 
Above the city's pain 
Their sweet insistent voices 
Are w hispeting again. 
Oh, high green hills of childhood! 
Amid the doubt and stress 
I see them waiting for me, 
In peace and tenderness. 
Waiting, with hands of healing, 
To comfort me and bless. 
- Chas. Hanson Towne. 
MRS. MORRESSY'S SPRUCE BEER THE 
OLD WELL LONELY BELVIDERE. 
The Newfoundlander is inherently a lover of 
nature, and nothing pleases him more than a walk, 
or "cruise," leisurely along a country road, and this 
pleasure is, of course greatly enhanced by the com-
panionship of a congenial comrade. 
About the early 90's, as I recall it, the favorite 
stroll after 1\Iass, on a fine Sunday in summer, was 
out Allandale road (also called Monastery road) and 
a visit to Mrs. Morressy's, nearly opposite the Mon-
21 
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astery gate, for a chat with old friends and neigh-
bours, and to imbibe a bottle or two of .her justly 
famed spruce beer. . . . .. 
Have you ever tasted its like since? Does not 
your palate, even now, grow dry with the memory of 
it? Poets have written in praise of beverages far 
less deserving, for this indeed was a liquid poem in 
itself, and she who was the "author," (God rest her!) 
is worthy of the highest encomium from those of us 
fortunate enough to have enjoyed this ambrosial 
draught. · 
What yarns were "swapped," under its benign in-
fluence, what cheery faces were seen, as the crowd 
gathered around the beer stained table, on "settles," 
on stools, on kitchen chairs, and the sage of the 
neighborhood in the seat of honor, the home-made, 
but oh, so comfortable "flour bar'l," chair! 
Simple and homely were the topics discussed; 
"wakes," funerals, the summer fishery prospects, the 
last speech in the I-Iouse of Assembly, the "gullies," 
and ponds that promised the best trouting, and the 
summer crop of potatoes and cabbages. 
It was not a gathering of so called "intelligentsia," 
to discuss abstruse or metaphysical subjects, but just 
a cheerful meeting of honest, God loving, God fear-
.ing people, whose interests and happiness, lay within 
the confines of their rock bound home. 
· The next visit was just across the road leading to 
the Orphanage, perhaps, and not as an anti-
climax either, to take the chained tin cup from its 
nail on the well house, and plunge it, rattling and 
gurgling, down the stone sides, into the cool crystal 
depths ,and see it finally ~-'brimming with sweetness, 
arise from the well.'' 
' 
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That old tin mug; rust covered, serving thousands, 
never cleaned except by its sudden drop into the 
bubbling water, never "sterilized," but used indis-
criminately, by the halt, the blind, the sick, and the 
strong. One never heard of it transmitting any dis-
ease. The germs, if any, seemed harmless, or at 
least, friendly, but "sure 'twas a blessed well," and 
no harm could come from it, as none ever did. 
Today we ~are much more particular as to the re-
ceptacle out of which we drink, and yet it seems to 
me with this note of discriminate nicety, diseases are 
more varied in character, and much more widely 
spread, and of course as doctors are much more pros-
perous now, than in those days, there may be some 
benefits derived from hygienics after all. 
Next, a quiet, reverent stroll through the grave-
yard, "lonely Belviqere," and a short, but fervent 
prayer on the emerald covered grave of some loved 
one, then climb the steps at the other end, and out 
upon the "Cemetery" road to cross the "Barrens," 
and home to dinner. 
How many of those we then knew and loved still 
:remain! 
• 
"They grew in beauty side by side, 
They filled the home with glee; 
Their graves are scattered far and wide, 
· By mountain, stream and sea." 
THE BARRENS CRICKET AND 
CRICKETERS 
THE BARRENS, What a host of memories the 
name recalls! Not the "New Era Gardens," nor yet 
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the "Parade Ground," btit as we "oldsters" rever-
ently remember it, "The Barrens." 
A large expanse of ground, more or less covered 
with short scrubby grass and weeds, except in those 
parts of it used by the various Cricket Clubs for prac-
• tic e. 
It extended in one direction, from the High Road 
(now Harvey Road) to l\1errymeeting road, and was 
bounded on the other sides by McCarthy's Meadow, 
and the old Police Barracks of Fort Townsend. 
Near the Barracks, were, what we called the 
"Hollows,"1 one, a depression of about two feet, and 
the other a much a deeper space immediately behind 
the Barracks, were both used by us youngsters as 
cricket fields, while the main part of the Barrens was 
generally monopolized by the regular players of more 
mature years. 
In winter, these "hollows" served as fine skating 
rinks for the kids, although after a "free thaw" and 
subsequent freeze, the main grounds furnished the 
same sport on a muc{llarger scale. 
CRICKET! 2 That grand old game of our boyhood 
held undisputed sway, at first on the Barrens, and 
in later years at Peter Rutledge's on the north shore 
of "Kitty Vitty." 
The two great clubs, as I recall them, were the 
Shamrocks, and the Avalons, and consisted of the 
most brilliant players in the city. 
Remember the feeling of pride, when you were 
chosen out of all the other kids eager for the honor 
to carry the bats, the ball, the wickets, the gloves 
1See Appendix. 
2See Appendix. 
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and the leggings (a big load for a small boy, but 
you never whim.pered) from their daily resting 
place behind the Bar of "Andy Keefe_'s Tavern, or 
Mary Walsh's, to the grounds for the evening practice 
game, and your added joy and importance, at being 
graciously "permitted" (yotl did not realize it was 
merely to get you out of the way) to play "long stop" 
or "long on," and retrieve the ball at the loud shout 
of "thank you" with its accompanying exclamation, 
"well hit sir ! " 
And the Players! Tom Clapp, Will Davey, Jack 
Thomas, "f""oxy" Tom Walsh, "Stonewall" Parker, 
"Duke" Winter, John Syme, Fred Cornick, Don 
Browning, Dr. Rendell, Charlie Duder, Sandy Ran-
kin, Will Job, and Dan Delaney of the Avalons. 
Jack, and Harry Bennett, Pat Blundon, Jerry 
Savage, Tom Bates, Charlie Ryan, Harry Simms, 
Pat Myler, Pat Wallace, Sandy Burke, Pat Berrigan, 
Sid Willar, (and somewhat later) Ned Berrigan, 
Will Hennebury, Will Goudie, Dicky Forrestal, Will 
Saunders, and Will Linegar of the Shamrocks, and 
others, equally masters of the game but whose names 
I cannot now recall. 
The late P. ]. Myler in his little volume, "Recol-
lections Of Cricket," gives the programme of a smok-
ing concert, held by the Cricket League in 1892, 
which might interest my readers. 
PROGRAMME 
Song "Rock That Ship" 
Violin Solo 
Whistling Solo 
Song "Happy Dreamland" 
Guitar 
A. Freeman 
W. Rennie 
W. A. Lash 
E. Langton 
A. J. Harvey 
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Song "The Warrior Bold" C. Taylor 
Song-"The Death of Nelson" F. Cornick 
Song-''Merry Little Drummer" G. Shea 
Song with Ba~jo Dr. Stabb 
Song-''A Hundred Fathoms Deep" W. Cornick 
Song-"Widow McCarthy" J. Robinson 
Song D. O'Brien 
Song-''Vive La Compagnie" Mr. Freeman 
Song Mr. Franklin 
Song Mr. Strang 
Song J. Wilson 
Song-"Bould Jack Donaghue" P. J. Paterson 
Song "McSorley's ·Twins" Dr. Stabb 
K. R. Prowse, Pres. in the Chair. 
To return. Towards the end of the game, when 
dusk was falling you were sometimes invited to the 
bat for a few slow balls, and oh, the tremulous joy 
of it, as you faced the mighty Jack Bennett (who 
could split a stump in two with the force of his bowl-
ing) or the famous "_Stonewall" Parker! And if you 
once actually HIT THAT BALL! 
\\?"ell my friends, wl1at thrill in after life have you 
had to equal it? 
MEMORIES OF BURTON'S POND- BOY-
HOOD DREAMS 
I do not think there is any body of water near St. 
John's which recalls such pleasant memories as Bur-
ton's Pond. 
The late M. A. Devine some years ago, testified to 
the lasting charm it holds for us, in his poem, "Those 
Nights On Burton's Pond," which I have reproduced 
at the end of this book. 
- - . 
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· A calm, still, frosty night, a star sprinkled sky, and 
the moon, shedding a silvery radiance over a crowd of 
happy, shouting, laughing, boys and girls, gliding 
swiftly and smoothly over the frozen depths. 
What mattered a few falls on the ice? The keen 
wine like air, the glory of the night, the joyous ring 
of the skates, and the happy laughter of your com-
panions made up for such trivial happenings. 
Then, the walk back to town, your feet crunching 
and squeeking the frozen snow, your cheeks like 
June roses, and the blood coursing like a race horse 
through your veins (even though your nose and ears 
tinkled a: bit) perhaps, (of course I am not saying this 
positively, but at that I may be right) perhaps, I say, 
it was not altogether either the skating, or the frosty 
air which catlsed the blood to flow so rapidly. It 
might be caused by the delightful fact that SHE had 
skated with you more times than usual, had permit-
ted you graciously to unbuckle her skates, and best 
of all, was now walking close by your side, her arm 
co11fidingly in yours, and a smiling tender face lifted 
to your own, which suggested to your wildly beating 
heart, a promise of a _greater joy to come, with the 
lingering "good night" yet to be said at the gate. 
There never was a moon so glorious, there never 
was a sweeter memory of "I.~ove's Young Dream," so 
why should not the name of Burton's Pond be for-
. ever enshrined in your heart! 
I remember a field at the head of the pond, en-
closed by a grey and age worn picket fence. In one 
corner, stood two gnarled old apple trees, which had 
defied the storms of many winters; and between 
them, leaning wearily over the worm eaten pickets, 
a spreading lilac bush. With a boyhood friend, long 
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since gone to rest, I lay in its welcome shade on many 
a drowsy Sunday afternoon in summer, and there we 
dreamed the hours away, with the sweet scent of the 
blossoms permeating the balmy air. With the boast-
ful optimism of youth, "\Ve talked of the great things 
we would do, and the strange places we would visit 
when we were men. 
How blessed that one cannot see in to the future! 
MEMORIES OF A DAY'S TROUTING 
At the time of which I "\vrite, the interior of New-
foundland, with its majestic forests, its innumerable 
lakes and rivers, teeming with trout and salmon, as 
well as its wildly picturesque West Coast, was to us 
in that more thickly settled portion of the South and 
East, a veritable Terra Incognito. 
There 'vere no roads or railway to these remote 
parts of the Island, and consequently our angling was 
confined solely to the ponds and streams in the vi-
cinity of St. John's, none of which were much more 
than ten miles from the city. The opening of the 
cross country railroad however changed these condi-
tions, making the lakes and rivers of the vast inter-
ior easily accessible to the people of St. John's, and 
depositing during the summer months, thousands of 
sportsmen, in the heart of a Trout and Salmon Fish-
erman's Paradise, such as old Isaac Walton never 
dreamed of. 
From the time when he is big enough to cut a 
"pole" from the twig of a "sally" tree, and equip 
it with a length of common twine, and a bent pin for 
a hook, until the infirmities of age prevent him from 
! 
• 
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active enjoyment of the sport, nearly every normal 
Newfoundland boy is an ardent "trouter." Not a 
fisherman, mind you, or an angler, but a "trouter" 
because his efforts are confined to that piscatorial 
branch of the finny tribe, which is the glory and pride 
of our ponds and rivers, the "mud trout" and "sal-
mon peel," and both; speckled beauties. 
He may be a failure in many things, but his activi-
ties as a "trouter" are generally crowned with a cer-
tain amount of success, or at least they were when I 
was a boy. 
No autos were necessary to whisk you away with 
hair raising speed to Topsail Rocky Pond, Three 
Pond Barrens, The Steady's, Petty Harbor Long 
Pond, Oxen Pond or such other well known haunts 
of those gamey fish. Even the steady slow going 
carriage from the Stand at the old Market House, 
was only employed on especially luxurious occasions. 
You walked, and you enjoyed it. In fact I think a 
great part of the real happiness at such times was 
when you and your particular chum, started out late 
on a glorious summer night to walk to well let us 
say, Three Pond Barrens, timing to arrive at your 
destination just before Aurora turned her misty light 
upon a sleeping world. 
The air at that time of night was cool and invigor-
ating, the stars twinkled merrily in a cloudless sky, 
and the moon threw into mystic relief, curious and 
friendly shadows from the tree-lined road, while it 
lighted up your path with a silver radiance. The 
silence about you was profound and impressive, and 
only when you neared the end of your journey was 
it broken by the lonesome cry of the loon. 
On arriving at the pond, you chose an open space 
30 THE PATHS TO YESTERDAY 
near the water's edge, and depositing your load upon 
the dew laden grass, you soon had a brisk fire going 
and \vhen the kettle was boiled you a_te with a relish 
unknown at home. By the time you had finished, the 
gray dawn was creeping over the distant hills, and 
you feverishly jointed your rod, tested your line be-
fore reeving it through the guides, and then unwind-
ing your gut leader from the band of your hat, se-
lected a "redhackle" a "miller" or a "coachman" and 
walked cautiously to the edge of the pond for your 
first cast. The fish were rising all over the pond, 
and broke the placid waters into widening ripples, 
and your nerves tinkled with excitement. 
A glance behind Jo see that all was clear, a back-
ward swing of the rod, a swish, and the fly landed 
lightly on the surface close to where the ripples from 
a hungry fish were spreading. 
Meanwhile your · chum disdaining the higher art 
of fly casting, had attached a bright colored "float" 
to his line, and on the full length of a good Limerick 
hook, impaled a protesting, but juicy worm. Stand-
a short distance from you, he casts his lowly "garden 
hackle" over a likely spot, and waits. There is no 
response to your first cast, and you retrieve, and cast 
again, and as your fly lights upon the water, there is 
a sudden rush of a silvery body. Your line tightens, 
and so does your heart, as you prepare to land your 
prey. "Playing" a trout before attempting to land 
him was an art unknown to you, and so you jerked 
him in vvith a wild bacl<ward swing, and what must 
have been a startled fish, landed struggling on the out-
stretched limb of a tree, around which your line 
wound in an amazing tangle. Excitedly, you dropped 
your rod, and jumped several times to catch him, as 
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he swung perilously out over the water, but alas, he 
was just out of your reach, and so you hastily climbed 
the tree, and as you reached out to the limb, and he 
was almost within your grasp, he gave one final des-
pairing wriggle, and dropped back into the water. 
What you said is of no consequence now, it has 
been said by fishermen of all times, and will be said 
again, but after you had said it, you descended from 
the tree, and with the never failing optimism of the 
true fisherman, began all over again, knowing ''there 
were just as good fish" all around you, and not all of 
them would swing from a tree. 
In the midst of a laugh at your discomforture, 
your chum noticed his "float" bobbing significantly, 
and finally it disappears. As the line straightened he 
swung backwards, and plump; fell a lovely "salmon 
peel" of goodly size tlpon the open ground bel1ind 
him. 
All of that glorious day you both trouted that 
pond, not stopping to eat, but satisfying your hunger 
with an occasional bite from a cake of "Harvey's No. 
1," and when at last you both tired of, or were satis-
fied with the sport, and met to compare your catch, 
how lovingly yotl fondled those shining, or speckled 
bodies, as you lifted them from their damp mossy 
bed in your basket, noted their weight with the fish-
erman's well known exaggeration, and made compari-
sons with those caught by your chum, and of course 
all in your own favor. 
After another mug of tea, you both lit your T. D.'s 
, and as the incense from My Lady Nicotine slowly 
curled upwards, you started for the homeward trip 
over the soft carpeted Barrens, with the odor of the 
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crushed moss and berries, and the smell of juniper 
and wild roses cloying the air. And the big scarlet 
disk of the Sun god sank behind the Western hills, 
and the twilight of an all too short summer day came 
down upon you, and the spirit of old Isaac Walton 
walked between you with an arm about you both, 
his face beaming with the joy of good compan-
ionship, and then as you reach the open road, the 
velvet dusk enshrouded you in a soft embrace, and 
the stars winked knowingly at you, and on the plump 
face of the big round moon, there seemed a smile of 
genial approval, at the ending of a happy day, and 
when at the parting of your ways you bade your 
chum good night, there was an unusual heartiness in 
the hand clasp·, and your voice and his seemed to take 
on an added tone of warmth, as if in gratitude for the 
joys of good comradeship, and the priceless treasure 
of a friend after your own heart. 
LONG POND GULLIES THE OLD SWIM-
MING HOLE NAGLE'S HILL THE 
SAND PITS LEARY'S RIVER 
Do you remember the old swimming hole at Long 
Pond Gullies with its wide expanse ot greensward, 
surrounded by thick woods of spruce, and "var" 
which enabled you to "peel off" in certain privacy, 
and gave you a good clear run for a dive into the 
sparkling depths? 
Today the old swimming hole is abandoned; and 
in its place we have carefully selected pools, man 
made, rather than natural, and great care is taken 
that the water is of so called, proper temperature to-
~ 
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sui"t our delicate constitution, and we enjoy ( ?) the 
doubtful luxury of a modest bathing suit. After our 
swim, we dry ourselves, oh, so carefully, lest the vag-
rant breezes chill our delicate flesh, in a very hygienic 
bath house, and 've try to persuade ourselves that 
it all is a great improvement over the old way when 
·we went swimming "in the raw" and let God's pure 
air and sunshine do the work of a turkish towel. 
There is indeed something missing; something of 
~ that care free, happy irresponsibility which we never 
again ~an capture, and if you went back again to 
those boyhood hau11ts, you would ·steal away, even as 
I did, to the dear old neglected swimming hole, if 
-:-,. -
o_!llY to sit for awhile on its grassy bank, and give 
yourself tlp to the thoughts of Auld Lang Syne. 
Just look down the "gully," bordered ·with lily 
pads, and their golden flowers, and framed with 
spruce and birch, and "sally" trees, to where· it joins 
the waters of beautiful Long Pond; then behind you, 
:up the da~k green slope of Nagle's Hill, dotted here 
<>and there with "whort" bushes, smooth leaved 
partridge berry vines, and wild flowers _of every hue, 
and tell me if your eyes have gazed on many fairer 
sig4ts? 
__ To .my boyish imagination, Nagle's Hill was a mys-
~ terious, and mighty mountain, and I loved to believe, 
that on the other side, there existed a fair ·and beauti-
" . 
-·ful city, · a _Dream ~ity of palaces and gardens, ,· and 
glitfering minarets, but I never climbed the hill to 
r> find QUt t]le truth. Perhaps I feared the shattered 
- dream~ and ideals, which cold rverity often b·ares to 
the· .ey~s of experience and I loved my dreams. · 
Le( us go back through the winding path, out upon 
the road, and ·cross the old wooden bridge which 
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spans the Sand Pits' river. Follow the river on its 
many windings, its sandy shallows and cool dark 
pools, the home of the gamey "mud" trout and "sal-
mon peel'' to Sliding Rock. Then on again through 
alder thickets and flowered banks, thick with fern 
and velvet iris, until at last you reach Leary's River. 
Many a time after school on a glorious summer 
day, I took my home made pole and can of w9rms, 
and trouted these picturesque streams, arriving home 
in time for supper, tired but happy and proudly 
carrying a "gad" of "speckled beauties." Ever try 
it? Of course you did my friend, and you'll never 
forget the thrill. 
BERRY PICKING 
Have you ever gone berry picking out ''on the 
mash," or "in apast Bairds?n "Of course" I hear 
you say, but it is, oh, so long ago, and in the struggles 
and worries of a busy life, it has grown dim and misty 
in the halls of memory, so let us coax it back into the 
light again. 
What joyous days these were, when mother, (God 
rest her!) in response to your almost tearful plead-
ings, would write a note to the "Master" asking that 
you be excused from school on a certain day. The 
lively party, numbering perhaps, a dozen friends and 
neighbors, set out in the glory of an· early September 
morni11g, laden with baskets heavy with "prog," and 
hearts dancing in joyous anticipation. 
· The arrival at the berry grounds beside a crystal, 
mint bordered brook. The dropping of loads, sort-
ing of sandwiches, cakes, pies, cheese, and other 
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good things for the "scoff." Laying the "table" on 
the moss covered ground, gathering the "blasty" 
boughs for the fire, boilirfg the "kittle," and then 
sitting around on the flower scented grass with appe-
tites sharpened by the long tramp, and "tucking 
away," a surprising amount of simple but wholesome 
food. How good it all tasted! Then to cache what 
was left behind some bushes ag·ainst the return, and 
you climbed the highest tree (and how proud you 
were that she was there to see and admire your 
prowess) and tied upon its topmost branch, a hand-
kerchief to mark the spot. 
Now to work (but was it work?) All scattered in 
various directions intent upon filling baskets in the 
shortest time, and with the largest berries. What 
acres and acres of lucious "whorts," and juicy part-
ridge berries, with an occasional patch of delicious 
"maiden hair" berries or "bake apples!" 
As the day advances toward evening, with baskets 
piled high with lucious fruit, all hurry back to the 
brookside; the "kittle" is soon boiling again, and the 
remainder of the morning meal is somewhat hurriedly 
disposed of. All is soon cleared up for the journey 
home, not forgetting to scatter some crumbs for the 
"good people" (best not offend them you know) and 
you soon emerge from the woods to Freshwater road. 
THE DANCE ON LEARY'S BRIDGE OLD 
TIME MELODIES 
Arriving at Leary's Bridge, by general consent a 
halt is made. Baskets are deposited by the rail 
along the bridge, and a feeling of expectancy, as if 
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something pleasant, oh, extra pleasant to wind up the 
day, was abot1t to happen, comes over all. 
Then perhaps one of the party, growing sentimen-
tal in the quiet hush of the night, with the darkling 
shadows of the trees dancing on the brook, and the 
moon turning its musical ripples into molten silver, 
leans upon the bridge rail, and in a voice of natural 
sweetness sings, "The Old Rustic Bridge By The 
Mill," or "Norah l\1cShane," or "Call Me Back 
Again," or any one of the many tender, but now 
almost forgotten songs of our youth. 
THEN IT HAPPENS! Hark! From out of the 
darkness, comes the faint sound of music. It comes 
nearer and nearer. It is a "fiddle," yes, and a con-
certina too. It is the "boys" who after tea have 
made up a party to meet the berry pickers, and have 
a dance upon the old bridge. Need I attempt to 
describe it to you my friends through the cold med-
ium of type? 
Just let this littl~ book fall unheeded upon your 
lap for a moment . Close your eyes, shut out the 
present busy, work-a-day world, and let gentle mem-
ory take you by the hand and lead you back on the 
flower bordered Paths to Yesterday, and "make you 
a child just again for tonight." 
Now listen intently. Remember it is a long way 
off in time and distance, and the blessed laughter and 
once familiar voices that delighted your youthful 
ears are difficult to penetrate the graying walls of ac-
cumulated years. 
Yes, there it is! Don't you hear it? The far off 
mellifluous tones of the ''fiddle'' and the concertina, 
in the midst of an Irish jig or reel, or the heart swell-
ing strains of "The Banks of Newfoundland" or the 
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haunting melodies of "Tommy" Moore. Hear the 
light steps of the many feet keeping time to the 
music, and the ringing laughter of care free voices! 
See the dancing eyes of Katie, Maggie, Norah, 
Mary and Alice, and the answering light in the eyes 
of Jack, D:ck, ~like, Pat and Charlie! 
Dancing feet that have been stilled these many 
years, happy smiles that have faded into the ghostly 
shadov1s, bright eyes, long since dimmed, which have 
looked in~o :your own for the last time, and dear, 
graceful agile bodies, that have, so long ago, crum-
bled to dust neath the green mounds of "lonely 
Belvidere," or distant "Kitty Vitty." 
Blessed memories, tinged with joy and sadness! 
Never wholly forgotten, but just tucked away in the 
furthermost corner of the heart, to be awakened for 
a brief moment, to touch with tender fingers, the 
heart of our lost youth. 
SUlVIlVIER NIGHT GOSSIP . THE GAMES OF 
OUR YO{TTH RHYMES OF OTHER DAYS 
Let us change tl1e picture, and come with me on a 
balmy summer evening to one of the many unpre-
tentious streets. or quaint little lanes which inter-
sected our city before the great fire of '92. 
You see the men standing around the hydrant, or 
·the "pump" contentedly puffing their "T.D.'s," and 
chatting of the price of fish, or the schooners then 
11nloading at "Watty" Grieves' or Baine Johnson's, 
or other such homely topics vitally interesting to a 
simple, insular people. 
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The women seated on the porch steps, or in front 
of the green "half doors" gossiping of the day's 
doings, or perhaps discussing the wonderful news 
contained in the last letter from Mrs. Murphy's 
Katie, or Mrs. Casey's Mike, both of whom are "up 
in the States, an' doing fine thank God!" 
In those days, to have a son or a daughter, "up 
in the States" (and that, in most cases meant Boston 
as they all seemed to gravitate toward that city,) in-
variably carried with it a prestige and dignity, that 
merited a respectful hearing from the fortunate par-
ents. 
In the centre of the street, a small group of boys 
and girls, have formed a ring, and are marching 
around keeping time to the tunes, of which, how 
many of my readers can remember? I shall try to 
recall a few of the best known to me, although the 
exact wording may be somewhat faulty. 
"King \Villiam was King George's son, 
And on the roval race he run 
-And on his breast a star he wore, 
Com·e pointing to the Governor's door. 
Come choose the East, come choose the West, 
Come choose the very one that you love best; 
And if he's n·ot there for to take your part, 
Come choose another one with all your heart. 
Down on this carpet you must kneel, 
Just as the grass grows in the field; 
And kiss your partner as your sweet, 
Then you may rise upon your feet. 
Perhaps, m.y dear reader, you too, at one time in 
the long ago, stood in the centre of this ring, (as was 
• 
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necessary while the others sang) and you kept your 
gaze shyly upon a certain little maid with dancing 
brown, or shining blue eyes, and wind blown curls 
tied with a daintv ribbon. She with the "Mona Lisa'' 
., 
smile, half tempting, half daring, and as it came to 
you to "choose the very one that you love best," half 
ashamed and very bashful, but with eager and flut-
tering heart, you stretched out your hands, and seized 
the coy, and let us confess, pretendedly unwilling 
victim, with the masterful grasp of the male con-
queror, and after a half hearted struggle on her part, 
forced her to her knees beside you," just as the grass 
grows in the :field'' and with a thrill that comes but 
once in life, "kissed your partner as ~your sweet." 
"1\) feel again that fresh, wild thrill, 
I'd give but who can live life over." 
I have a dim remelllbrance of just a few others, but 
cannot recall all of the words used, such as: 
"Green gravels, green gravels, the grass is so green 
And all those fair maidens are fain to be seen." 
Another favorite with the smaller girls, was, "Lon-
don Bridge is Falling ])own," and how someone 
"Stole My Lock, and Lost My Key, My Fair Lady." 
In this country, I have often heard the children 
sing a little doggeral, about "Going to See Miss 
Jinny-a-Jones" but as I recall it in St. John's, it went 
as follows: 
"I come to see Jinny Jo, Jinny Jo, 
I come to see Jinny Jo 
Is she within." 
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There were a number of verses on the same order, 
which went on to sho"\v that the visitor was not a 
very welcome guest, and was refused admission to 
the charming "Jinny J o's" chamber on the grounds 
that "his boots would soil the carpet" and when he 
generously offered to take off his shoes, it was still 
objected that his "stockings would soil the carpet." 
It was not until he made the highly altruistic sacrifice 
of ''cutting off" his feet and wrapping them in "white 
rags," that the embargo was lifted. Charming girl, 
no doubt was "Jinny" but rather difficult to please. 
In another part of the street, the older boys dis-
daining the charms of the fair sex, reverted to type 
in the choice of their games, which though harmless, 
and to them highly enjoyable, had little of the poetic 
and much of the rougher elements. One game called 
"The Poor Lame Cobbler," was played as follows: 
· Two boys, in a whispered conversation, decided 
upon a "key" word which was to rule the game. One 
·of these boys sat on the step, while the other, knelt 
with his head on the first boy's knees. The others 
stood around, each, with his hands laid lightly upon 
the back of the kneeling boy. 
Let us asst1me that the key word was ''leather.'' 
The sitting boy would say to the first one in line, "A 
poor lame cobbler came to town, and what are you 
pleased to give him." 
The boy would reply for instance, "An awl." The 
questioner would say, "Thank you for your awl," and 
go to the next lJoy with the same question, who might 
answer, "A last." He would be thanked for his 
"last" and this "rould be kept up until some unfortu-
nate youngster would say "leather." Now as this 
happened to be the "key" word, all of the others 
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would instantly proceed to pummel him, crying out 
"Leather him." 
'fhey would chase him up and down the street until 
he finally managed to get back and drop on his knees 
again before the lad on the step. This was Sanc-
tuary; and the game began all over, each time using 
a new key word. 
Another was, "The Priest of the parish lost his 
cap, and some say me, and some say you, and some 
say my man John." 
"Who me sir?" 
"Yes, you sir." 
''You lie sir." 
"Who then sir?" 
"Red Cap" or "Black Cap" or some such other 
name used in the game, but how it ended I've quite 
forgotten. No doubt some of my readers can recall 
it from the above n1eager description. 
Quite like otlr American baseball, was the English 
game of Rounders, from which many claim our N a-
tiona! game was evolved, which is not unlikely, as it 
possesses many of the latters elemental features. In 
playing Rounders we used the palm of the hand as a 
bat, and the ball was generally made of rags, wound 
with twine, and so much the better if it was wet. 
Another popular game was, I think, called "Hop 
Scotch." The ground was marked off at the top and 
bottom, with sqt1ares and diamonds, and in the 
·centre, with an oblong. The object was, to push a 
wooden disk or small stone, from one section to· the 
other without one's foot touching the line, or per-
mitting the disk or stone to remain on the line. 
There were many other games, all evidently of 
English or Irish origin, and entirely unknown to the 
- - -
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modern boy and girl, but remembered lovingly by 
the older generation. 
• 
THE DAY OF THE RACES 
The progress of age, or some other equally dire 
misfortune might steal away the entire five senses of 
a Newfot1ndlander, but deep down in that mystic 
sixth sense of his, 'vould still linger the memory of 
"The Day Of The Races." No other event of the 
whole year, except perhaps Christmas, created such 
a joyous impression on the minds of young and old, 
gentle and simple, as our National Regatta Day, 
when lovely "Kitty Vitty," erstwhile neglected, ex-
cept for the presence of a few trouters now and then, 
came gloriously and tritimphantly into her own. 
On that day of days, all roads led to the "pond" 
and the crowds from "up along," "down along," and 
"in along" on "shanks mare" or lolling luxuriously in 
a closed carriage from the "stand" left dull care be-
hind and with a universal enthusiasm, were prepared 
to cheer their favorite crew to victory. 
The field on the north side of the Lake sloping to 
the water's edge, was packed with humanity and a 
line of more or less white tents were gaily festooned 
with flagp, amongst which, proudly floated our own 
. . 3 
pink, white and green. 
"Pen:north's o' puddin', spruce beer, lemonade, 
ginger o~er, a.nd maybe something stronger, vied in 
popularity with the plebian, but succulent "pork and 
cabbage~" and kept the tent proprietors feverishly 
~see Appendix. 
• 
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busy, while a short distance back in the grove, "Joce-
lyn's" catered to the more discriminating. 
Maybe you were an envied member of the 
"Comm-i-tee" and proudly displayed your badge as 
you sat in the "Comm-i-tee" tent, in company of such 
well known sportsmen as, Ned (now Baron) Morris, 
Jim Noonan, John Slattery, Jack Bennett, (later .Sir 
John), Jim Bates, John Syme, Arthur Hiscock, Dicky 
·Hanley, Jim Crotty, Jack Harris, Capt. English, 
Martin Furlong, Bob Mayer, Maurice Devine, and 
many others to whose untiring efforts was mainly 
due the great success of our aquatic festival. . · 
Again it may be that you were just a . spectator, 
merely one of the majority, who ate your "scoff" on 
· the wooden bench of a tent owned by a poor widow 
from Nunnery Hill, or the "Cribbies," but in any 
event you had a wonderful time, and when "Davy" 
Bennett, marking time with his baton, gave the sig-
nal for Bennett's Band to strike up "The · Banks of 
Newfoundland," as the boats swept up to the start-
ing point, your pulses leaped with the excitement of 
the moment, and waving your hat frantically, you 
ran along the bank, shouting, "Qome up the Hawk~" 
"Well done the Lurline," "Pull up the Buttercup," 
"*Come on the Shamrock," and you fancied_, vajn 
* The Shamrock, built by Mah9ney, goes down in aquatic 
history, as the greatest racing boat ever built inN ewfoundland, 
but was unfortunately associated with a grim tragedy. In 
her first race on the Lake (four oared fishermen) in 1884, she 
· · upset off Peter Routledge's and sank, drowning her entire 
crew. ., 
She was later re-christened the Myrtle, and under that 
name, retained championship honors longer than any boat, 
before or since, raced on Quidi Vidi. (F. J. ,Canning). 
' 
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youth that you were, that each rower heard your 
voice out of the many, and redoubled his efforts in re-
sponse to your encouraging shouts. Oh, but it was 
a great day, and no matter who won, you were happy. 
TOPSAIL KITTY GAUL ANNE'S DUNN'S 
-DAILY'S BOGGY HALL 
Late in th.e afternoon, tired out with walking and 
, shouting, you joined a couple of pals, and engaged 
Dick Shortal to drive you out to Topsail. 
What a genial soul was Dick! Never failed to en-
liven the way with song and story. He could shorten 
the longest road, and bring sunshine to the weariest 
heart. Peace to his ashes. Rest to his soul! 
You first dropped into "Kitty" Gaul's, and if. 
Sergeant Coughlan was not on the job, you got your · 
"snifter." Then on to the temperamental Ann Fitz-
patrick's, with another stop at "Dunn's" to be given 
the "Caed Mille F'ailte" by the hostess and her 
buxom daughters, past "Boggy Hall" and wind up 
at "Daily's" for supper. After the hearty hospital-
ity of the latter pla~e, you jogged homewards, not at 
all hurriedly, in the moonlight, with voices happily 
attuned to the sweet melodies of "The Harp That 
Once" or "Her Bright Smile Haunts Me Still." 
And so, you return to your home, filled with the 
joy of living, and the fond memories of that "Day 
Of 1'he Races,'' will linger with you through the 
-years even when those dear old friends who shared 
your joy, "have passed on to their Heavenly reward. 
' ' 
\ 
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·DREAMS SOUTHSIDE HILL A. TYPICAL 
NEvVFOUNDLAND SKIPPER BELLS 
. OF' ST. THOMAS' LONELINESS 
, .. _ AND WANDERLUST 
Let us recall a quiet Sunday afternoon in summer, 
when you sat on a "gump head" at the end of one 
of the many wharves, just dreaming away the hours 
or perhaps whittling a stick, or fashioning a whistle 
from the sappy branch of an alder. An ideal Aug-
ust day was drawing to a close, and the lengthening 
· shadows slowly crept over the top of Southside Bill, 
. while lower down it was drenched in a golden after-
glow. -
You noticed a little worn footpath winding its way 
across the scarred hillside, disappearing at times in 
a scrub of junip~r and betry bushes, then coming out 
upon a grassy sward, only to plunge into a gully and 
. finally emerge farther up the hillside, circulating in 
. and out among the rocks and shrubs, but ever climb-
ing upwards, until it lost itself _in the deepening 
shadows of the .hilltop. ~· 
. · .It was a fascinating little path, -and you resolved 
· that some day. you would take that path just where 
. it began above the sprawling fish flakes, and follow 
it on and on, until you reached the top, and then 
·_ do,vn to the · valley beyond, from which came _the 
·c muffled roar of Freshwater Bay. 
The setting -~un had lavishly spilled its rainbow 
colors over . the ' almost still waters of the harbour, 
, and now and . then a vagrant breeze gently rippled its 
surface, and the gold and purple -tinted wavelets, 
danced merrily like brightly costumed fairies, while 
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a faint smell of spruce, juniper and "var," is wafted 
across~ from the old sentinel hill. 
Looking out toward Chain Rock, you saw the 
waves dashing restlessly against the age old feet of 
Signal Hill, and sending smothers of white spume far 
up its grim old face. 
Beyond is the sea, with its turbulent, and to your 
boyhood vision, illimitable expanse, beckoning, ever 
beckoning on to romance and adventure. 
On either side of you, East and West, stretched 
out a forest of masts, draped with dun colored and 
weather beaten canvas. Here on your right, lying 
far down below the wharf's edge, and with her rail 
scarcely a foot above the water, was a saucy little 
"fore-an-after" straining at her hawser like a puppy 
on a leash, while the little waves gently slapped her 
unpainted sides. 
She had discharged her cargo of cod fish, and was 
now loaded with supplies for the home port, which 
lay more than a hundred miles along the stern, and 
unfriendly coast. Courageous little "chip" she would 
take her crew safely home, God willing! 
Seated on a coil of tarred rope with his back to the 
forecastle, vvas the "skipper," a typical Newfound-
land fisherman, with grizzled hair, and ruddy weather 
stained cheeks, and a pair of sea blue eyes, which 
looked out kindly and fearlessly from under bushy 
brows. 
What men they are, these Newfoundland fisher-
men! Brave, fearless, kindly, and patient under . 
difficulties and trials, which would wring the soul of 
most of tls. 
Th.e smoke curling upwards from his bl~ckened 
stubby briar, formed a sort of wavy halo around his 
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cherubic features, in which contentment with him-
self and the whole world was visibly enshrined. Cross-
legged on the top of the galley, a lad of about fifteen, 
vigorously fingered a jews-harp, while the cook, 
seated with his back to the fore mast, placidly puffed 
his "T.D." and industriously peeled "spuds" for the 
evening meal. 
In the basin at the other side of the wharf, tied 
securely to the n1etal headed bulk heads, her rail 
nearly on a level with the wharf, was a brigantine 
with a rakish cut to her masts, which suggested speed, 
and a faint memory of the old pirate days. Her 
deck was well holy-stoned, and everything in evi-
dence was ship shape. Her shrouds and ratlines 
shone with tar, like polished ebony, and her sails were 
furled with sailor like precision. Foreign she looked, 
and foreign she was, with the flag of Brazil floating 
lazily from her peak. 
Seated on a hatch combing were four of her crew, 
picturesque looking fellows dressed in the gaudy 
habiliments of the Spanish sailor, and with the tense-
ness and excited gestt1res of the Latin, played cards; 
while immediately behind them, leaning against the 
rail with a rapt expression on his swarthy face, an~ 
other of the crew sang from Carmen in a musical 
voice to his own accompaniment on a concertina. 
You could almost hear the rattle of the castanets, and 
the silken swish of the brilliant gowns of the dark 
eved senoritas . 
., 
Truly a trim little craft, and you could visualize 
her scudding along under bare poles, with her lee 
rail deep under a smother of water, as the wintry gale 
howled through her shrouds and rigging, and then 
riding out the storm; a few weeks later see her "roll-
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ing down to Rio') under a sun bathed sky, her home 
-port almost in sight. 
In mid stream, just ahead, straining at her rusty 
chains, which creaked protestingly, lay a clumsy 
bark, rising high out of the water, with the receding 
sunlight regilding her worn and .. storm battered 
figurehead. From her peak, hung the faded colors 
. of Greece, and though -unbeautiful in appearance, a 
halo of romance enveloped her, for soon she would 
-be wallowing in the trough of the blue Mediterran-
ean, with her prow pointed direct for the land of 
former glorious achievement, of song and story, 
-Hellas; the once proud Empire of the world. 
As you looked down the harbour, four stately war 
ships, pride of Britain's Navy, rode easily at their 
anchorage. The dull grim gray of their hulls en-
livened with immaculate brass, which glinted and 
glistened like a host of prisms. 
Listen! rfhe Bells of St. Thomas' peal out on the 
still Sabbath air calling its people to worship. How 
I loved the sound of those bells! 
As if in response to the summons, a mellow bugle 
call floats out from each of the watchful war dogs, 
and in a few moments blue and white clad figures 
can be seen descending the sides of the ships, and 
entering the long boats, where they sit silently, with 
oars at salute, while officers in glittering uniform 
take their places in the stern sheets. 
The boats are pushed off, and the descending oars 
splash in the multicolored waters, and with rythmic 
strokes they march "\vith n1easured tread to the old 
Church, "\vhich for more than a hundred years has 
been recognized as the official house of worship in 
Newfoundland for England's fighting men. 
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The shadows have now crept almost to the foot of 
old Southside Hill, and the last rays of the dying suri 
have disappeared from the water. The bells have 
ceased their mellow call. Solemn silence broods 
over the scene, but faintly broken by the eternal lap.:. 
ping of tiny wavelets against the barnacled covered 
piles of the old wharf. 
You slip down from the shiny, sliding top of the 
"gump head" and make your way up the wharf, your 
footsteps echoing dully from the walls of the silent 
warehouses. Yotl pass the old night watchman, 
seated upon an empty fish barrow, and you mutter 
a greeting which he answers sleepily, and bending 
your head, you pass out of the little door, and into 
the cove_, your "sparrabeld" heels clicking noisily 
upon the cobble stones. 
As you turn from the cove into the clumsy wooden 
sidewalk of Water Street the only sign of life you 
observe is a policeman leaning disconsolately against 
the closed door of a "pub." Nothing moves, noth-
ing sounds, except your footfalls on the uneven and 
uncertain boards. You are oppressed with a feeling 
of intense loneliness, of isolation. 
You suddenly feel shut out from all the living 
world, as if a black pall had descended, stifling and 
smothering you, and the insular confinement of your 
little island home becomes a prison from which you 
long to escape, and you realize then that soon, you 
too, would sail out through the portals of that little 
harbour, into the beckoning ocean beyond, and try fo 
find the panacea for your restless heart on the broad 
shores of some foreign land. 
But there is one thing you did not know then, and 
that was, that in the long years to come in the land of 
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the stranger, the memories of that peaceful August 
day would come before you many times, intensified 
by longing, by time, and distance, by the_passing of · 
old friends and old scenes, and above all by the tragic 
death of youth, and only then, with an unsatisfied 
lieart hunger, would you fully realize the sweet con-
tent of that Sabbath day so many years ago. 
f 
PLAYS AND PLAYERS IN THE OLD 
T.A.HALL 
How many of you recall the good old melodramas 
given .in the old T. A. Hall by professional actors and 
actresses from the United States? What a thrill you 
experienced as the green baize curtain, with its heavy 
roll at the bottom, arose with many a protesting 
"squeak," on the first act of Kathleen Mavourneen, 
Arrah Na Pogue, The Shaughraun, Green Bushes, or 
I-Iazel Kirke! , 
And the Players! To us provincial unsophisticates 
they were all stars of the first magnitude, and they · 
brought the world of romance to our door, and the 
"make believe" of their art was, to our youthful im-
agination, a glorious reality. 
The Healy Troupe I think was the favorite, with 
Hawkins, the inimitable "coN" in the Shaughraun, 
Pat and Bill Nannery, Pheneas Leech, Fyfe, ·Felix 
Morris, (afterwards a co-star for many years with 
the late Rosina Vokes), Giles Shine and. Harry 
Mack; and the ladies, Addie Cumming, Ida Van 
Courtland, Josie Loan and Clara ~ Fischer. The 
latter was a neice of ·the great Joe Jefferson. She 
possessed a splendid singing voice, and deciding to 
• 
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remain in St. John's after the troupe had departed, 
she became soprano in the R. C. Cathedral, a posi-
tion she held for several years. I vividly recall the 
"play bills" which were about eighteen inches long, 
and printed on cheap colored paper. A short synop-
sis of each act described the scene, and contained 
some of the most telling speeches of the play, such' as: 
"The Stone Jug." . "Sure me heart is light tho the 
cell be dark." "The snake writhes." "Now ye 
murtherin' divil yer time has come, say yer prayers 
if ye kno'v any, before I sind ye to yer Maker." · 
The plays and players produced a lasting impres-
sion on my immature mind, and was no doubt the 
cause in after years, of my adoption of the theatrical 
profession as a vocation. By collecting and selling 
old bones and pieces of brass and copper, and with 
the gift of an occasional penny, as a reward for "run-
ning messages" for the neighbours, my chum and I, 
managed to see every Saturday matinee. 0 
When the play was over we gathered the pro-
grammes of the various productions, and after school 
adjourned to our "garret" where with the aid of .a 
rusty cutlass, a broken sheath knife, and a hammer-
less, triggerless, sealing gun, we read · the heroic 
speeches from our collection of play billsJ and gave ·a 
performance before an imaginary audience, and occa-
sional rats, which latter ran along the rafters with 
terrified squeaks, as we fought our sanguinary 
battles. 
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ST. JOHN'S AMATEURS, THE MIKADO IN 
BLACKFACE 
St. John's at that time also boasted of some very 
clever amatet1r thespians, and many of their perform-
ances were of professional calibre. The following 
could always be depended upon to give an excellent 
account of themselves: J. Paterson, Pat Hynes, P. J. 
O'Neil, Tom O'Neil, Tom White, P. H. Moore, 
Frank Walsh, J. Flannery, Minnie Viguers and Bride 
Jordon. 
One of the best amateur productions ever given in 
St. John's was a performance of "The Mikado" in 
the old T. A. Hall. The entire book of the Opera 
was cleverly revised by Father Michael Fitzgerald 
of St. Bonaventure's College, with the result, that all 
of the lyrics, and a good part of the dialogue were 
localized_, and teemed with witty and harmless satir-
ical references to well known citizens, Government 
Officials, and local conditions then existing. The 
house was packed for two performances, and each 
character was played in black face, although dressed 
in regulation Japanese costumes. 
It was a wonderful cast, only three of whom I re-
call. P. J. O'Neil as Pooh Bah, J. J. Flannery as 
Ko Ko, and P. J. Paterson as Katisha. I wonder 
how many of that cast are still with us? ~~or most 
of them, I fear the final curtain has fallen and the 
stage is darkened, but I trust that the grand theatre 
of Eternity has opened for them in a blaze of ever-
lasting glory. 
I think it was in the fall of 1890 that Baird's Min-
strels played a short engagement in the old Orange 
Hall. Amongst the company were, I. W. (Whisk- · 
• . 
• 
•. 
.. 
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ers) Baird, Chas. Lily, orchestra leader, Harry 
Pearson, female impersonator, Matt Elder, band 
leader, The F·our Invincibles, (Mack, Conway, 
Kenny and Clark), The Royal Bell Ringers, Major 
Gorman and "Prince" Pharaoh) contortionist. 
EMULATING A CONTORTIONIST A PAIN-
FUL EPISODE 
A rather amusing incident in connection with the · 
latter comes to my mind, in which I and my chum 
were the chief actors, or perhaps it might be more 
truly said, the chief victims. 
After witnessing several of the "Prince's" perform-
ances, we came to the definite conclusion that his 
marvelous ability to practically tie himself into a 
knot was the result of well oiling his body, and thus 
rendering his bones more pliable. Having thus 
solved the mystery to our satisfaction, we decided to 
emulate his example, and so procured a gallon of 
raw, and particularly smelly cod oil. One morning 
before school, we repaired to a quiet spot behind a 
tombstone at the upper end of the old graveyard on 
Long's Hill. Quickly divesting ourselves of our 
clothing, each in turn, poured a quantity of the ran-
cid n1ess over the other's body and vigorously rubbed 
it in for nearly half an hour, then resuming our cloth-
ing we headed for school. 
Tl1e day being quite warm, and the class room 
rather close, it was not long before the entire school 
was permeated with a not too lovely odor, which 
eventually reached the olfactory organ of the "Mas-
ter." It did not take him long to smell out the 
I 
I 
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source, and at first he attempted to give us both a 
sound thrashing, but we reek.ed so of that oil, that he 
finally gave up the attempt, and sent us home with 
a note to otlr parents, describing the cause of our 
oleaginious condition. Need I dwell upon the pain~ 
ful session which followed sharp upon our homecom-
ing! 
. Soaked in hot water, soap and 'Yashing soda, · for 
nearly an hour, and afterwards, briskly and none too 
gently, ·rubbed with a coarse, rough towel, until the 
sensitive skin looked positively raw, and certainly 
felt so, can scarcely be termed a pleasant diversion; 
and this was followed up the next day ·at school by 
the slightly deferred caning. Our oil bath did not 
see1n either to soften our bones., or help us a bit to 
wriggle out of the "Master's" firm grip, and to this 
day I have a ·lathing for cod fish, either raw or 
cooked. So much for misdirected ambition! 
BETRAY-ED BY MY LADY NICOTINE A 
NOVEL PUNISHMENT 
I 
I had an uncle who dearly loved his pipe, · and 
when I was a kid of about six years, it was my job 
to clean his many pipes. Then I would cu.t up the 
tobacco from a "stick" and after grinding the par-
ticles in the palm of my hand until they became very 
small, stuff it into the bowl. Quite often in a spirit 
of fun, he would induce me to light it and take a few 
puffs. Of course it generally nauseated m~ but as 
this added service always meant the gift of .a 
"thruppeny piece" or at times, even a "sixpenny 
bit" I managed to bear the discomfort -brav.ely, 1Jntil 
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finally with commendable (!) fortitude, I became so 
accustomed to tobacco, that it rarely affected me. 
In this way, and at an early age, I became a de-
voted worshipper of m.y lady Nicotine. 
We boys would often follow a man who was smok-
ing a cigar, for many blocks, and then there was al-
ways a mad scramble to pick up the "butt" after it 
was discarded. 
One winter's da)r on my way to school I was par-
ticularly fortunate in finding an extra large "butt" 
scarcely half smoked, which I gleefully "cached" in 
my trousers pocket, to light up when school was over. 
Upon arriving, the class which Brother Fleming 
was examining, was formed in a half circle around 
him in front of the fire. A few mon1ents after I had 
taken my place, he began to sniff audibly, and to 
·my horror, declared that some boy in the class had 
tobacco in his possession, and added grimly that "it 
does not smell like very good tobacco either," (which 
may have accounted for the "butt" being so large 
when it was discarded by its former owner). I must 
have looked guilty, for he ordered me to show him 
the contents of my pockets, which I tremblingly did, 
with the inevitable result. 
At first he bade me hold out my hand for the usual 
caning, but st1ddenly changed his mind, and with a 
grim smile said he had decided upon a more original, 
but certainly no less effective form of punishment. 
There was a pump (it may be there yet) outside of 
the iron fence in front of the school yard, the water 
running in a continued stream from the mouth of a 
lion's head. He assembled all of my class mates at 
the windows, and then ordered-me to go out to the 
pump, open wide my trouser~ pocket, and let the 
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water run into it for five minutes in order to wash out 
the offending odor. 
As the day was bitterly cold, and the pump covered 
with ice, you can imagine the painful result of his 
rather drastic method, which in the mellow light of 
after years, I consider a stroke of positive genius. 
It certainly taught me one lesson, but maybe not 
the one he intended to convey, I carried no more 
"butts" to school. I found a mu.ch better and safer 
hiding place. 
THE CHRISTIAN BROTHERS 
The Christian Brothers! What wonderful men 
they 'vere! 
What an undying source of goodness was their in-
fluence and teaching, for fifty years, on the youth 
of Newfoundland who vvere fortunate enough to sit 
at their feet, and share in the blessings of guide, 
philosopher, and friend! 
Brothers Holland, Prendeville, Mitchell, Toland, 
Flood, Fleming, aQd dear Brother Hurley, the 
gentlest of me11, who could never bear to inflict cor-
poral punishment on a boy, no matter how unruly, 
and whose romantic, warlike spirit induced him to 
confer military titles upon his favorite pupils. I am 
proud to say I once held the high sounding title of 
Field Marsl1al conferred upon me for reciting "The 
Battle Of Fontenoy." 
Generous, great }learted Brother Slattery, who in 
after years was to become a special benefactor to the 
orphans, through the establish1nent of 1\fount Cashel, 
and whose tired body now rests beneath his native 
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soil, while the results of his great work continue to 
rise in incense to his Maker. 
Requiescat in pace! 
LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM A DAMP WOOING 
My chum and I, (we were not quite thirteen), 
were desperately in love with two charming sisters, 
of about our own age, and as youth will, took the 
matter very seriot1sly. The father of the girls, whom 
we greatly feared, (he always carried a large black-
thorn stick) had a summer cottage at Munday's 
Pond, about three miles from St. John's. 
Every summer evening, we would joyfully wend 
our way to this Paradise of our hopes and fears, and 
sometimes we would be rewarded with a sweet and 
stolen intervie'v at the gate, while the unsuspecting 
old gentleman dozed on the porch. 
On these happy occasions, "thruppence worth" of 
"conversation" lozenges, carefully and painstakingly 
chosen for the 'varmth of their mottoes, was made to 
do the work of three times the amount derived from 
bashful oral efforts. You, my reader have no doubt 
used them on similar sweet, but long forgotten occa-
sions, and can testify to their effectiveness at nervous 
and awkward moments. 
For many weeks we had saved our "happenies" 
and pennies, until at last we each had accumulated 
the lordly sum of one and six pence, with which we 
hied ourselves to Langmeads, and ordered made, two 
silver finger rings, each bearing the initials of the 
donor, and also of the fair lady. 
Qne night, with the gifts safely stowed in our pock-
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: ets, we started out joyously to make the presentation; 
each of us, with a carefully rehearsed speech, which 
we considered gems of lyric oratory, and admirably 
suited to melt the heart of any maiden fair. 
It was a raw and cloudy night, early in Novem-
ber, with nothing in, its murky gloom to suggest 
romance, but our hearts were light, and "love's young 
dream" filled us with a bright glow of happiness, that 
seemed to temper the chill of the biting wind into a 
gentle zephyr from the sunny South, laden, and quite 
appropriately, with the perfume of orange blossoms. 
As we neared the house, we saw the shadow of the 
"ogreD on the drawn blind, and so decided that we 
. had better wait until he had taken his usual nightly 
departllre for town, before we ventured to approach. 
Accordingly, we turned off the road through a little 
cow path leading to the pond, and here, in full view 
of the house, we seated ourselves on the rather damp 
ground and waited. 
Oh, what a wait that was! Ages and ages seemed 
· to pass. The thick darkness of the November night 
had fallen and brought with it a cold mist, and a chill 
Newfoundland fog, but there we sat. 
At last we saw him appear in the lighted doorway, 
and then climb into the waiting carriage, and then 
slowly, oh, so slowly, jog down the road. 
As he was swallowed up in the fog, we rose from 
our cramped, moist seats, and with stiffened limbs, 
started for the house. Alas I we missed the path in 
the darkness, and floundered _, nearly up to our mid .. 
die, in the oozy depths of a stagnant brown marsh. 
We finally struggled out after falling on our faces 
several titnes, a11d covered with dripping juicy mud 
frotn head to feet, made our heavy way to the gate. 
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When we arrived there I tried to whistle, but no 
·sound came from my silent pucker, my teeth chat-
tered so; my chum tried also, but his effort ended in 
a violent sneeze. At last the door opened and the 
objects of our devotion appeared, and came toward 
us, giggling shyly. 
Fortunately for our dignity, it was so dark they 
could not well see our forlorn condition. We both 
dived a hand into our trousers pocket, and each 
pulled out his ring accompanied by a mass of sticky 
mud. 
I had entirely forgotten my speech, so had he, and 
stammering unintelligibly with chattering teeth, we 
hastily thrust the rings into the hands of the aston-
ished girls, and bolted ignominiously. In order to 
keep our blood from possible congealing, we ran the 
entire three miles back to town. 
Less than a week later, I saw my ring adorning the 
finger of a hated rival. Alas, for the fickleness of 
women! 
QUAINT ST. JOHN'S CHARACTERS MUR-
RAY'S MERRY MONDAY MORNING 
As in many other small communities, even in this 
great land of ours, St. John's at that time had its 
share of well known eccentric characters. Some of 
these were merely "peculiar" or as they were locally 
termed, ''oraties'' (oddities) while others were known 
as "naturals" and were said to be "touched with the 
hand of God," but were generally considered harm-
less. 
• 
Due no doubt to propinquity, we became so accus-
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tomed to the peculiarities of these latter, which were 
in many cases greatly amusing, that their unfortu-
nate mental condition, did not perhaps evoke the seri-
ous sympathy it merited. Nevertheless the genuine 
kindness and large hearted charity, shown them by 
the people in general, tempered what otherwise might 
possibly be considered a regrettable attitude of levity 
towards their really pitiable misfortune. 
Several rather humorous incidents connected with 
some of these characters, made such a strong impres-
sion on my youtl1ful mind, that even after the lapse 
of all these years, they are still fresh in my memory. 
Poor homeless "Dicky" Magee, locally known by 
a sobriquet not allied to the subject of personal 
cleanliness, who al'Yays wore several ragged coats at 
the same time, and imagined himself to be a famous 
detective. He did not take very kindly to the boys 
of the neighborhood, and indeed I fear that we young 
savages, as most boys are, did n·ot help to make his 
existence very endurable; however at times, gaining 
his confidence by the gift of a "chew" or a pipeful of 
tobacco, he would regale us with marvelous stories 
of imaginary robberies and murders, in which he 
played the role of Sherlock Holmes. 
How he came to locate in St. John's, from what 
place, and l1o'v he survived for so many years, prac-
tically without a shelter during the bitter winter 
months, was a mystery which was cleared up a few 
years ago, by a correspondent of the Newfoundland 
Weekly of Boston., signing himself, "J. M., Boston," 
and written as follows: 
"Dicky landed, or more correctly, was thrown 
ashore from an E!!glish vessel which put into St. 
John's in the late seventies. On this vessel he was 
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'an apprentice, and had been badly treated by some 
of the crew, more especially the first mate, w:ho had 
beaten the poor lad until he was flung ashore to look 
after himself as best he could. Where he spent the 
first few nights I do not k.now, but he somehow man-
aged to find his way to the office of the Morning 
Chronicle, and there he used to sleep on cold nights, 
curled around the old "bogy." As I remember him, 
he had very light hair, very pink cheeks and bright 
blue eyes. He imagined himself a great detective, 
and tl1e boys of the Chronicle office played many a 
joke on poor Dicky." Another friend writes: 
"*Dicky became so important in newspaper circles, 
that the Chronicle could not operate without him, 
and the late P. F. Bowers (editor) employed him for 
years, without compensation. Later he lived in the 
6asement of the old Post Office, where one cold win-
ter day, he was discovered, dead.'' 
Appropos of Bowers, an.d with no intention what-
ever of classifying him with the "naturals," for he 
was a very brilliant, and.highly educated gentleman, 
I am rem.inded of an article appearing in the Colon-
ist,** in 'vhich he severely castigated the late H. J.-
B. Woods, M.H.A., "rho had in some way offended 
him. The article was both critical and humorous, 
and ended as follo,vs: 
" tl1e right honorable gentleman will 
eventually· pass from the political arena, and there 
will be nothing left of his activity, but the smell -of 
his gaseous emissions, Stich as arises from his well 
*F. J. Canning. 
**Walter Scott. 
) 
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known diamond dust." (Woods was a coal mer-
chant). 
"Peter From Heaven" was a gentle, harmless old 
chap, whose benign countenance, and cheerful dis-
position, indicated a firn1 belief in his Divine origin. 
He died in the Poor Ho11se in 1880, and returned, I 
hope, to . the birtl1place he so proudly claimed. 
Another familiar figtire was Jimmy Mansfield, self 
styled "Superintendent" of the R. C. Cathedral, ar-· 
rayed in the dignity of some priest's cast off 
soutanne donated by William Aspel; and affecting 
the dignity of an Archbishop. lVIicky Morressy, 
young, apple cheeked, powerful in physique, but 
harmless as a child, with a voice of singular sweet-
ness, chanting Gregorian hyn1ns. He was a willing, 
if not altogether reliabJe messenger, and was in great 
demand by the 11eighbors for carrying a "turn of 
water" from the ptlblic pump. 
Mrs. C11llen, who once, so I've been told, sat her 
little boy Jimm)r on the top of a hot stove in the 
''old chapel'' in order to warm him, and reproached 
him for rank ingratitude because he cried out in pain, 
when his nether garment began to smoke. I remem-
ber one day my mother gave me a bowl of hot soup, 
to take tlp to Mrs. Cullen's bare little room, where 
she lay, alone and ill; and she was so grateful for the 
attention, that she wished me a "crown of soup in 
Heaven." 
Then there was Caroline Bowdin, always covered 
from head to feet, with bright colored ribbons, who 
finally married . "Fipper" Smith, a gentleman of 
leisure 011 the same mental plane as herself. 
• One of those best known in the city was Billy Fitz-
simmons, always arrayed in a frock coat much too 
< 
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large, and often wearing two ''beaver" hats, one over 
the other. Billy's greatest pleasure seemed to be 
derived from attending funerals, and when annoyed 
by the children, who often, thoughtlessly pelted him 
with stones, and decayed vegetables, he would emit a 
peculiar roar· of rage, which sounded like a wild ani-
mal in pain, and which could be heard for several 
blocks. 
· The house where he lived with an aged aunt, ad-
joined mine. He slept in the attic, and as the par-
titions were not very thick, I could hear him quite 
plainly at night repeating the prayers after her, be-
fore he retired. Quite often in the midst of a prayer 
he would break out into sudden and savage impreca-
tions on the head of so1ne individual, whose name 
had just occurred to him, and the effect was both 
startling and humorous. 
It was believed by many that if Billy suddenly ap-
.peared on a street to which he was ordinarily a 
stranger, someone in that particular street would 
surely die within a short time of his visit. Many 
times I have seen him chased out of a strange neigh-
borhood when he was caught with his face pressed to 
a window, and he would back out of the street, mut-
"-- tering angrily, and shaking his fist at his pursuer. 
· How many remember huge, one armed Bill Roost, 
the terror of the police when in his cups, whj_ch was 
not infrequent, Andy Kearney, and poor rollicking 
Patsy Hurley who invariably attended "Murray's 
Merry Monday Morning," and spent the greater part 
of his life answering to the charge of "drunk and dis-
orderly?" 
0 
"Micky" Neil, affectionately referred to by his 
aged mother as "Micky alanna". was, at the tip:1e I 
• 
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remember him, a tall, rangy Irishman about forty 
years of age, who lived with his mother, and a large 
yellow "tom" cat, in a little house near the Star Oi 
The Sea Hall. Mickey was considered a "natural" 
but the following little tale, with its inferred conclu-
sion may serve to prove that he was not quite such a 
fool after all. 
One cold winter's night, Mickey was seated on 
the "hob" placidly sucking his "T. D." while his 
mother was ensconsed in the "flour barl" chair in 
front of the fire busily engage~ in knitting a pair of 
red "cuffs" for his hamlike hands. Between them, 
the cat stretched out luxuriously on the warm flags 
of the hearth. 
After glancing from the old lady to the cat for a 
moment, Micky slowly removed his pipe, spat into 
the blazing "splits," and said gravely: 
"Mother, there's jist three av us here, you an' me 
an' the cat. Wan av us must go. It's no use puttin' 
out the cat, cos he'll come back, AN I'M NOT GOIN'!" 
"Sally Twig" Ryan was another quaint character, 
who had a small farm on the Cockpit road, and pos-
sessed a rawboned skeleton of a horse named "Pom-
pey." On his way home from the city after dispos-
ing of his load of potato"es and cabbages, "Sally 
Twig" would pull up at Torphy's at the Cross roads, 
and standing in front of Pompey, would thus gravely 
address him: 
''Pompey me boy, I got here a sixpenny bit wid a 
head an' a tail on it. I'm goin' to toss id up an' if 
id comes down head, ye'll get yer bucket av oats, but 
if id comes tails, plaze God, I'll get a good drop av 
Jamaica rum." The toss would be made, while 
Pompey seemed to look on hopefu.lly, and be ~t sai4 
.. 
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to the everlasting credit of "Sally Twig" he never 
cheated. 
Bernard W - well known to the people of 
St. John's was possessed of a ready Irish wit, which 
I think will be obvious from the three following 
stories. One "April Fool's" day Bernard was pass-
ing along Water Street when he was hailed by Ned 
Noonan who said: 
"Bernard, I wisl1 you'd take a little note for me 
down to Jimmie Baird like a good fellow. It's some-
thing very important that I forgot to tell him when 
I was in there a while ago, and as I am on my way 
up town, I haven't time to go back." 
"Sure I'll be glad to oblige ye Misther Noonan" 
replied Bernard politely. 
"Thanks Bernard, just wait here a minute until 
I go into McConnan's and write it." 
In a few moments he returned, and trying hard to 
repress a smile, handed Bernard a hastily closed en-
velope without name or address, and thanking him 
again, walked quickly away. Bernard put the letter 
in his pocket and continued down Water Street un-
til he came to "vVatty" Grieve's, when glancing 
quickly about to see if Noonan was out of sight, he 
turned down to the wharf, and carefully opening the 
still moist envelope, read the message it contained. 
As he read, he drew one eyelid down in a knowing 
wink, and taking a pencil from his pocket, he ·added 
something to the paper, and carefully resealing the 
envelope 7 went on his way to Jimmie Baird's. 
It took Bernard all the afternoon to make the 
rounds of every public house on Water Street where 
he duly presented the riote, and about five o'clock 
in the evening he was discovered sound asleep, 
• 
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propped up against Tom Haw's corner, still clutch-
ing in his hand, a very soiled and crumpled envelope., 
whicl1 w11en opened revealed the following message: 
"Send the fool farther," to which Bernard had added, 
"And Give Him a Drink." 
011e night Bernard wanted to go to a "s,varry" 
(soiree) and his father reluctantly provided the 
necessary cash, but warned him not to remain out 
until the early hours of the morning, as he usually did 
on such occasions. 
"Be sure you get in not later than between twelve 
and one" was the old gentleman's injunction, and 
Bernard promised, but alas for good intentions! The 
Cathedral clock was striking three, as he returned 
somewhat worried, but after a moments thought, 
taking something from his pocket, he stepped, first to 
one side of the door and then to the other, after 
which, with a satisfied smile, he quietly opened the 
door and crept cautiously to his room. 
Evidently his entrance was not as quiet as he 
thought, for the next morning his father said to him: 
''Bernard, I thought I told you to come home early 
last night.'' 
-- "Why father," replied Bernard, "I came in as you 
told me, between twelve and one." 
"Don't lie Bernard. I heard the chapel clock 
striking three when you opened the door." 
"Well if you don't believe me father, come outside 
and ~ I'll prove it to you," and taking his father to the 
front door, he said smilingly with a wave of his hand: 
"There you are fathJer, just as I told you." The 
old · gentleman adjusting his "specs" looked up to 
where Bernard pointed, and saw: on the right hand 
t . 
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jamb of the door,. printed with chalk, the figure "12" 
and on the left side the figure "1." 
"Sure now when I opened that door I came in be-
tween twelve and one didn't I? You can't deny it." 
One more incide11t illustrating his quick. wit comes 
to my mind. He was unfortunately afflicted with a 
chronic nervous trouble, which came upon him at un-
expected moments~ and caused him great discom-
fort. 
One evening, my mother had occasion to take me 
down to Dr. Bunting's surgery. As we were waiting · 
for the doctor, v1ho was treating another patient, we 
heard a scuffling noise, and sharp cries from the next 
room. I crept over and peeked through the half 
open door, and sa'v Bernard with an agonized ex-
pression on his face, which was bathed in perspira-
tion, dancing excitedly up and down, and trying to 
shake from his tightly clenched hands, the handles of 
a "galvanic battery." 
Suddenly the doctor turned off the current, and 
Bernard releasing the handles dropped to the floor in 
a heap. 
"Well Bernard," said the doctor with a smile, "I 
think that will do you some good. What do you 
think of it?" 
Bernard looked up with a wry grin, and opening 
and closing his still cramped hands, replied, 
"SHOCKING, DOCTOR, SHOCKING!" 
Peter Le Strange the Goat Impounder, or as he 
was better known to us as "Peter The Goat" and also 
"Peter Go Back" \vas a Government employee, who 
took his rather disagreeable job very seriously. Why 
he was called "Peter The Goat" is rather obvious, 
. . 
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but the latter nickname requires a little explanation, 
which is given in the following story.* 
· In his younger days, Peter was a soldier with the 
Royal Newfoundland Company, and was stationed 
in St. John's. · 
In these days, it was customary for the people to 
bring firewood from the surrounding wooded coun-
try by dog slide during the winter, and Peter, like 
other:3, v.~a s obli -zed to obtain his supply in that way. 
It happened that one day, he, and some of his pals 
spotted a pile of fine wood belonging to a farmer, not 
far from town, and as it was an easy matter to ap-
proach thi3 wood dump from the road, they decided 
to raid the place at night, and fetch a good load for 
themselves, vvhile the farmer was asleep. 
- On the night arranged, Peter and his companions 
1net at the appointed hour, started out on their 
rather questionable mission, but, as he used to tell 
afterwards, when about half way on the road he 
heard a strange voice from the darkness saying, 
"Peter go back," and as the voice became more in-
sistent, he deemed it a spirit warning, and finally 
broke from the ranks of the party, and ran home, 
leaving his less superstitious comrades to complete 
the job without him. 
· His own account of this episode, told many times 
in a most serious 1nanner ea.rned for him the nick-
name of ''Peter Go Back.'' 
Another character was "Peg" Stack, better known 
as "Ballast The Salmon," a shrewd old Irish woman 
who earned her sobriquet, when she sold a salmon 
*\Valter Scott. 
\ 
\ 
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loaded with sand to the Bishop, and when he re-
proached her with the fraud, she replied: 
"Sure now ye know me lord that the weather was 
purty rough the day the craythur was caught, an' 
that accolints for the ballast he had aboord." 
Matt Strong was a good deal more of a cheerful 
rogue than a fQol, and had a very ingenious, and quite 
often effective way of getting intoxicated without the 
necessity of paying for it. His method was to fall on 
the sidewalk in front of a liquor saloon, and proceed 
to have a "fit." 
Of course it would not be long before he was sur-
rounded by a sympathetic crowd, and someone was 
sure to suggest a stiff "horn" of Jamaica rum, or Old 
Tom, (according to their personal preference) as a 
sovereign remedy for "fits," which gave Matt the 
cue for a more realistic exhibition, which lasted until 
he had one or more good "hookers." 
The "fi.t" was judiciously repeated in other parts 
of the city, taking care of course, that Jhe "audience" 
was never the same, so that generally before darkness 
fell upon the scenes of his operations he was, what is 
termed in Newfoundland, as, "pretty well, I thank 
you." 
On Long's Hill a Mrs. Walsh kept a school for 
small children. The school was located in the front 
room d.owns.tairs~ and served also as kitchen, dining 
room and parlor; there was too, a tiny bedroom un-
der a "linney" in the rear. 
I have a very vivid recollection of a large boiler 
filled with jam, of whatever berries were in season 
at the time, which always simmered on the stove, day 
in and day out, and standing in the mess was a 
wooden ladle about three feet long, widening out at 
• 
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the bottom, and 'veil dyed to a deep purple hue with 
the fruit juices. 
This instrument was not only used for the peaceful 
purpose of stirring the jam, at which work every 
pupil was expected to take a turn, but served also as 
a rod of punishment for the incorrigibles; and you 
could always tell a pupil of Mrs. Walsh, by merely 
looking at the palm of his or her hand, which was 
invariably stained a rich purple, from the continued 
use of the "slapper." 
She possessed a husband, a little wizened old chap, 
.who was grieviously afflicted with a peculiar sort of 
mania, which when i.t attacked him, compelled him 
to run straight ahead, no matter where it led, until 
he was stopped by some object, which might be a 
stone wall, or the side of a l1ouse. We were all 
greatly afraid of him as he sat in the rocking chair 
opposite the open door, through which at times, he 
bolted without warning. 
One· day as he was crossing to the south side of 
Water Street, opposite O'Dwyer's, the craze came 
upon him, and he ran through the cove straight for 
the water, but before he reached there, he fortunately 
stt1mbled over a large tub of fresh cod fish which was 
just being lifted up to a barrow, by two laborers, and 
in a moment, three pairs of legs, and innumerable 
slippery fish were flying through the air. 
. Who ren1embers "Johnny" Chapter, the "Gum . 
Box" man? Poor Johnny! His job was about the 
most odoriferous and menial of any I know, yet lowly 
as it was, he performed his disagreeable duties with 
becoming efficiency, and who will say that he was not 
a most useful, and necessary part of our antiquated 
sanitary system, 
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The "gum box" was an institution which pre-dated 
the advent of the more advanced (!) "soil cart" and 
a description of it is obviously unnecessary. All of 
my readers of tl1at period, are familiar with its nature 
and use. It recalls a very unpleasant and decidedly 
unsavory incident which occurred to me, one moon-
light night in winter . . For two days there had been a 
very heavy fall of snow, followed by a sharp frost, 
which hardened the packed snow, and made wonder-
ful sliding. 
With a new "Yank~ee Clipper'_' and in company 
of a crowd of boys Cl:nd girls, I started from the top 
of the hill which had a very steep incline, on a "belly 
buster." At the foot of the hill against a picket 
fence, was a "gum box" which served the neighbor-
hood. As I flew over the icy ground, my speed ac-
celerated, and nearing the end, I failed to notice a 
"hummock" of hard packed snow. 
My slide strucl{ this partial obstruction and I was 
catapulted, (ho¥l shall I tell it!) into the depths of 
the box, the cover of which, the last user had failed 
to replace. 
In a little house on the Kilbride road, at which 
trouters often stopped overnight on their way to the 
ponds, lived John, and Moya Casey. 
T'vo sportsmen from the city were once put up 
for the night by the Casey's and left an early morn-
ing call. About daylight, they were awakened by 
Moya, who knocked at the door, and asked them to 
please hand her one of the sheets from off the bed. 
Half awake and wonderingly, they did so, and about 
an hour afterwards, when they sat down to breakfast 
in the kitchen, they observed with mixed feelings, 
that the bed sheet which they had recently handed to 
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Moya, now served as a tablecloth, on which was piled 
a mound of freshly boiled potatoes, and thick slices of 
bread. Breakfast did not taste so good that morn-
• In g. 
· Tl1ere were several other quaint characters of this 
period, who contriQuted a certain colorful humor to 
the otherwise rather conventional life in our little 
town, sucl1 as Stuart Taylor, known to the small boys 
.as the "fairy man'' or "changeling" who played in-
cessantly on a tin whistle. Jack Bradbury who af-
terwards won the doubtful honor of being proclaimed 
"Champion egg eater of Halifax." 
·· "Spauges Walsh" also known I think as "Tatter 
Jack \Valsh." Mickey "Bottles," who derived his 
nickname from the fact that he always appeared on 
the streets with a "brin" bag for the collection of 
· empty bottles, and "The Hatter" so called, because 
of his rather odd habit of wearing several "beaver" 
hats at the same time, and who boasted that he could 
"drink any man in town under the table," and still 
remain sober. I believe he did make good his boast 
on more than one occasion, and attributed his success 
to the fact, that before entering the contest, he 
swallowed a glass of olive oil, and followed that with 
five or six glasses of Jamaica rum, just to see if he was 
in proper trim. 
~- In a little l1ut made of boughs in a stretch of woods 
near the Sand Pits, lived two rather mysterious in-
dividuals, known. as "Big John" and "Little John." 
They 'vere forbidding looking tramps, husky and ex-
ceedingly dirty, and we boys generally steered clear 
of their domicile, when out that way swimming or 
trouting. No one seemed to know just where they 
came from, or how they existed, as they never seemed 
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to work, but always looked well fed. They had a 
sinister reputation, and occupied this hut for many 
years. What became of them finally, I never 
learned. 
*Who can forget "N ofty" of "forty on the pork" 
fame, and his ditty which he used to shout, as he 
wheeled his fish barrow through the streets? 
''Salt herring fresh from Fortune Bay, 
Come this week by the schooner May; 
If the're too late· for your dinner, 
You can have '·em for your ta.y.'' 
*Haley Hutton was a very eccentric individual 
who appeared in St. John's in the early 90s. He was 
generally believed to have been a magistrate in his 
early life, somewhere in British Africa. In later 
years he suffered a severe sun stroke, which served 
to impair his mentality. He resided at Bailey Haley, 
and had a body servant by the name of McGin. While 
there he fortified the lawn with imitation guns, made 
from sticks and larger pieces of wood, and during 
Sunday afternoons, he would, with great courtesy, 
escort visitors about the grounds and explain to them 
the strategical reasons for the emplacements. 
One of his peculiarities was to hire a carriage from 
the "stand" and have it driven very slowly up and 
down Water Street, for hours at a time, in which he 
stood, dressed in eccentric garb, and bowing smil-
ingly and with courtly grace to all the ladies who 
appeared. 
*Walter Scott~ 
*Walter Scott. 
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*Bavarian Beer was at that time a favorite drink 
in St. John's. It was a local product brewed by the 
Lindberg Brewery, but for some reason it was de-
clared, by the then existing Government, to be duti-
able as alcohol. The Company tried to prove that 
it was non-intoxicating, and one of their employees, 
Tom Murdock, made a statement before the investi-
gating committee, that he had frequently drunk many 
quarts at a time, of the delicious beverage without 
becoming in the least intoxicated. The Company 
however lost its case, and the local poet immortalized 
the circumsance in a poem, in which occurred this 
verse: 
"When Tom Murdock is dead and in his grave, 
For Bavarian )3eer he will not crave, 
But on his tombstone, will be wrote, . 
Many's the gallon, went down his throat." 
*Damie White was a well known sailing master 
out of St. John's in these days. He was Skipper of 
Stabb's little topsail schooner "Devon" and when at 
sea ,always insisted upon cooking the ship's "duff" 
himself for all of the crew. He would not use a log 
to reckon speed, but walking forward from stern to 
bow, he would drop a "chip" overboard, and while 
pacing the deck, kept up with the chip as it moved 
and by this primative method, he estimated the speed 
of his vessel. 
*Walter Scott. 
*Walter Scott. 
.. 
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COLD TONGUE 
Youth is often cruel and ever thoughtless, and can-
not always distinguish between near tragedy and 
coarse humor. One bitter cold, but beautifully clear 
winter's night my chum and I were enjoying the 
"run" on our slides over Long's Hill, and just before 
going to our homes, we stopped for a few moments 
to look longingly at a tray of fresh "hull's eyes" in 
the dimly lighted, frost coated window of Mrs. 
Lacey's shop. Across tl1e middle of the window, was 
an iron bar to keep the shutters in place. 
In a spirit of mistaken fun, I dared him to put his 
tongue against the bar. Boylike, he accepted the 
challenge, and in an instant his tongue was fast to the 
frost coated metal. He became terrified, when he 
found he could not release it, and not being able to 
pronounce the sibilant "S," yelled, "my ung i'on a 
lutter." I too became frightened, and rushed inside 
for help, explaining to the old lady my chum's pre-
dicament, and she, in her excitement, filled a cup with 
boiling water from the kettle on the stove, and hurry-
ing to the rescue, poured the contents over his 
tongue, with dire consequences to the afflicted mem-
ber. On complaint to his father, I received a sound 
and I must admit a well merited thrashing. 
ODORS AND MEMORY 
I wonder if any of you recall the distinctive smell 
of a Water Street hardware shop! It comes over me 
now as I write, and is peculiarly reminiscent o.f my 
early years. I never could get just that same odor 
• 
• 
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in any other shop I have ever visited. It seems in-
digenous to Newfoundland. It was a delightful 
combination of paint, oil, tarred rope, pitch, rusty 
metal, drying fish from the wharf, and over all "the 
odor of brine from the ocean" wafted by a southerly 
breeze through the open doors of a summer day. 
Homely, commonplace odors I grant you, but sweeter 
to me than the "perfumes of Araby" for the host of 
happy memories they evoke. 
OLD ST. TORN'S APOTHECARIES BLACK 
~ 
DRAUGHT COBWEB CURE 
How different in appearance and business methods 
is the modern Pharmacy, as compared with the 
Apothecary shops of McMurdo, Dr. Dearin, Con-
nors and O'Mara, in St. John's over thirty years 
ago! 
The enormotiS glass bottles in the windows are 
seen no more, a11d the pills, plasters, ointments, and 
multitudinous assortment of old time remedies (if 
kept at all) are relegated to a small, and very incon-
spicuous shelf in the rear of the store, while their 
places are taken by picture post cards, beaded bags, 
jewelry, cigarettes, cigars, tobacco, and in fact every-
thing except what one would expect to find in a drug 
store, and of course the main feature is the soda 
fountain, which often usurps the place of a restau-
rai1t. 
When I was a lad in St. John's, there were three 
sovereign remedies for "all the various ills that flesh 
is heir to," and I am sure most of my readers, have, 
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at one time or another, sampled them all, and will re-
call the contorted facial expressions, which invari-
ably accompanied the process. 
Here they are. "Black draught," and oh, what C\ 
noxious mixture that was! I think it contained all 
the unsavory elements of the witches brew in Mac-
beth. The theory in those days seemed to be that 
the more disagreeable the taste of the medicine, the 
more efiicacious it would prove. 
Anti billious pills, large brown and soft, which 
either stuck in yottr throat, or melted on the tongue, 
and gave you the full benefit of their nauseous flavor. 
Sulphur and molasses which heralded the coming 
of Spring, and was used to "clean your blood," and 
if you survived all three, you were surely immune to 
all the diseases of the year. 
If you contracted a "sore throat," an onion poul-
tice, or a split raw herring, wrapped in flannel, was 
bound around your throat, and if the trouble was 
very severe, salt butter was vigorously rubbed in on 
the throat and under the arm pits, and you were 
given kerosene oil to gargle. Effective? Yes, you 
either died or got well, depending largely upon your 
natural powers of resistance. 
"Germs" was a word not yet coined, at least we 
never heard of it, neither was "hygiene," and so, if 
you cut your finger, an infallible cure was to apply a 
"cobweb" to the open wound, and every dust laden 
corner of the attic was a veritable treasure trove 
for cobwebs. 
During your illness, when you had ''taken to your 
bed" every window was carefully stuffed with rags 
or paper, and ,with the door closed, you were her-
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metically sealed 7 so that no vagrant breath of air 
from the outside could reach you, especially the 
''J)ight air," which was of course deadly, as a mist 
from a misamal swamp. That so many ever sur-
vived is indeed a miracle . 
. · The ordeal of dying in those days was not such a 
highly specialized, and technical process as it is at 
present. No one ever succumbed to appendicitis, 
gastritis, pneumonia, arteria sclerosis, qr other high 
sounding and terrifyip.g maladies. No sir, when your 
time came, you were ushered out by such good old 
fashioned causes as, "Inflamation of the stomach," 
or you went "into a decline" or had "galloping con-
sumption," or "dyspepsia" induced by "wind on the 
stomach," or simplest of all a "heavy cowld" did the 
work quite as effectively, as if it were called, 
'' . '' ~ p-n-e-u-m-o-n-1-a. 
Then ''Big'' John Carey the undertaker was sent 
for, who as he entered the house of mourning, judi-
ciously mingled business with sympathy in his greet-
ing: "Sorry for your throuble ma'am, but what's the 
length of the corpse?" 
Then for three niglits you lay snug and comfor-
table in your quilteq, silk lined coffin, while friends 
and neighbors dropped in to pray for your soul, and 
·tell of all the wor1derful virtues you possessed when 
alive, which extravagant eulogies, would no doubt 
have greatly surprised you, had you been able to 
hear them. 
• • 
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THE WAKE 
The room was filled with the odor of fresh cut 
flowers, and pleasant friendly people reverently mur-
mured "God rest his soul" and solemnly drank your 
health (!) in good Jamaica, or Old Tom. On the 
day of the funeral, these same good friends would 
plod behind the hearse which bore you to the grave-
yard, arrayed in "beaver" hats of various vintage, 
from whicl1 streamed in the wind a yard or so of black 
crepe, and black kid gloves, all of one size for hands 
large and small, and all furnished, "free gratis for 
nothing" by your bereaved family. The mourners 
stood bareheaded and silently respectful, as the clods 
of mother earth fell upon your coffin, and when the 
work was finished, they gathered in cheerful groups, 
and exchanged information as to where other 
"wakes" were to be held the coming week, and then 
before returning home, adjourned to the nearest 
"pub" for a "wee doch an' doris" to your memory. 
To me, it has always been astonishing, the mor-
bid pleasure so many of our people derived from 
"wakes." With many of them, going to a "wake" 
was a confirmed habit, and the fact of a distant resi-
dence, or that the deceased was not even a casual 
acquaintance, did not deter them from indulging in 
this "pleasure." 
·A SPECIALIST IN \V ARTS 
As I had the rather unique distinction of being a 
"posthumus" child, my father having passing away 
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three n1onths before I was born, it was generally be-
lieved that I possessed the power of curing "warts." 
Why they limited me to that particular gift, I do not 
know, but at any rate I was considered a "specialist" 
on warts, and conscientiously living up to the ethics 
of my line, I never trespassed upon the fields of the 
general medical practitioner, but confined myself 
strictly to the sponge-like protuberances which dec-
orated the hands of many of my school-mates. 
Great natural gifts, s11ch as mine, are not as desir-
able as they are c~acked up to be, and as the cure 
depended upon the wart being rubbed on · some ex-
posed part of the body, without my knowledge, I 
was being continually followed and shadowed by my 
afflicted companions, who endeavored to distract my 
attention, while they touched the offending wart to 
my hands or face. 
One boy, who had followed me unsuccessfully for 
a week, conceived the idea, that if l1e punched me 
in the face with his "warted" fist it would produce 
the desired effect. He carried out his idea all right, 
but as I, resenting such drastic methods, hit him 
back, not once but many times, he only acquired a 
bloody nose in addition to his other disfigurements. 
At times, my embarrassment, when in swimming 
with a number of "warty" boys can readily be im-
agined. Quite often in the midst of an exciting 
cricket game, I was "borrowed" by some neighbor, or 
visiting friend to treat a "warty" offspring, and I fi-
nally became so fed up with the constant and an-
noying demands on my "gift" that my life was a con-
tinued battle to keep from being "touched." 
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PETTY HARBOR 
• 
• 
' 
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HAUNTED HOUSES F'RIENDLY HALL OLD 
PETTY HARBOR ROAD DEAD 
MAN'S POND 
The supernatural always possessed a strong ap-
peal to the people of Newfoundland, possibly due to 
the fact, that the majority of them are of Irish and 
Scotch origin, and this was transmitted to us youngs-
ters by the many stories of ghosts and "good 
people," and haunted houses which were gravely told 
at every gathering. 
Ji,riendly Hall on Robinson's Hill was one of these 
"haunted" houses, and as I recall its neglected ap-
pearance in the centre of a large bare field, away off 
the road, its reputation seemed not undeserved, and 
few cared to linger in its vicinity after dark . 
Forest Road was supposed to be haunted by the 
ghosts of Captain Kidd's pirate crew, who jealously 
guarded their reputed treasure, and many weird 
yarns were told of the experience of some dar-
ing spirits, who had on several occasions, sought to 
dig up the "doubloons" and "pieces of eight." 
Dead l\1an's Pond on Gibbet Hill, a gloomy moun-
tain tarn, -vvith dark forbidding depths, and the grue-
some tradition of its surroundings, was capable of 
producing a shudder of apprehension, even in the 
daytime, and to p9-ss it at night was to invite sure 
disaster. 
The old Petty Harbor road also had a sinister repu-
tation, with its miles of houseless dreary barrens, 
dotted here and there with treeless shored ponds, 
from whose ~ilent waters, could often b~ heard at 
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night, the weird, lonesome cry of the loon, and some-
times at home in the fancied security of our bed, did 
we hide our frightened heads under the blankets, as 
we heard, oh so distinctly, the "Dead Car" go rumb-
ling by our window. 
FATHER FORRESTAL'S ADVENTURE 
Many of our readers no doubt, remember that well 
beloved "padre" so long connected with the R. C. 
Cathedral the Rev. Father Forrestal. He was a 
priest of the old Irish school, with a rare wit, and 
possessed a ft1nd of stories and reminiscences of the 
early days in Newfoundland. When he came to our 
house on his rounds collecting the "dues" he liked to 
relax in a big rocking chair, contentedly puffing his 
"dudhdeen." 
As a child, I loved to sit at his feet, and listen open 
mouthed and wide eyed to _ his many yarns; one in 
particular I recall which he told with great dramatic 
effect. 
It seemed he was obliged to go to Torbay one 
night on a l1urried sick call, so mounting his horse, 
the usual method of travel in those days of "paths" 
rather than roads, he started out about midnight on 
his lonely ride of mercy. 
It was a windy night, and the sky was overcast 
with heavy scudding clouds which often etirely ob-
scured the moon. 
He had ridden about half way to his destination 
when he fancied he heard the sound of approaching 
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footsteps on the frozen road. He pulled up his horse 
which had suddenly become nervous and restive, and 
he himself confessed to a nervous shiver of dread 
running up and down his spine. 
As he listened, the footsteps came nearer, and just 
then the moon came out from behind a bank of 
clouds, and to his horror, he saw approaching, with 
labored steps~ four dark figures, carrying on their 
shoulders, what appeared to be, and was, a coffin. 
He said that his hair began to rise, and the cold 
sweat came ot1t on his forehead, while he could feel 
his sensitive horse tremble under him. The figures, 
which had now come quite near, suddenly dropped 
their burden, and one of them approached the priest 
at a run, and cried excitedly: 
"Praise be to God! An is it yourself Father? 
Shure we was afeard we might av missed ye. Ye see 
zur, the poor craythur was dyin' and we was mortal 
afeard she'd go off afore ye got here, an' as the cap-
lin school is comin' in, we mightened have the time 
to bury her. So we made a bit of a coffin in a hurry, 
an' started out to meet ye. Thank God, we're in 
time!'' 
The priest, scarcely recovered from the shock, dis-
mounted with shaking limbs, and as he neared the 
coffin the "corpse" sat up, and a ghastly withered 
face shone in the moonlight, while two clawlike hands 
were stretched out appealingly. 
While the n1en stood at a respectful distance, he 
administered the last Sacrament by the fitful light 
of the moon, to the accompaniment of the sonorous 
moan of the wind through the spruce, and "var" 
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trees, on either side of the lonely road, which sounded 
as if some ghostly fingers touched a mighty harp 
string; and as he completed the ceremony, the 
"corpse" sank back into the depths of the coffin with 
a faint "thank God ! " 
The priest hastily mounted his horse, and galloped 
homewards, while the bearers resumed their burden, 
and solemnly wended their way back to Tor bay, and 
the caplin· school. · 
THE BELOVED PASTOR OF PORTUGAL COVE 
Rev. Father O'Connor of Portugal Cove was repu-
ted to have great power over the ''spirits,'' and it was 
firmly believed in the parish that he communicated 
with them frequently. 
I remen1ber hearing his housekeeper solemnly as-
sert to my mother, that he often arose in the dead 
of the night and going to the little church, held ser-
vices for a ''dead'' congregation, and that on one 
such occasion she followed him to the church after 
midnight, and looking in at the open window, saw, 
and heard. him, officiating at a Mass for the dead, to 
what appeared to be an empty church, but as she 
said: 
"Empty indeed avic! Shure it was filled with the 
.invisible spirits av the dead, for wid me own ears 
didn't I hear as plain as day, the whisper of their 
voices, an' the soft rustle of their grave clothes, like a 
lonesome wind through the trees." 
It was said by som.e of the villagers, that when-
ever one was bold enough to bring up the subject be-
fore him he would refuse to discuss it, and turn away 
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with a smile and what they asserted was a far away 
look in his eyes, which always convinced the ques-
tioner that he 'vas right in his surmises, and the gen-
erally expressed opinion was that, "Begob, shure 
Father O'Connor knows more about the dead than 
we do about the livin'." 
OLD ST. JOHN'S FIRMS OLD TIME 
STREETS AND LANES 
As years pass, and current interests take up our 
attention, memories of people and places incidental 
to other days, become dim and almost entirely for-
gotten, but when on occasion they are recalled by the 
chance meeting of an old friend, who likes to harken 
back; thecurtainof time is drawn aside for a moment, 
and we are given a glimpse of the procession of the 
"Lost Legion" of our youth. 
Perhaps I may to some extent succeed in bring-
ing this about, by mentioning the names of some of 
the old time St. John's firms, all of which I fear are 
now out of existence. 
Shirrin and Pippy, Lash, Strang, Edens, Black-
wood, Chisholm, McConnan, Fenelon, Kelly and 
Sharp, Elmsley and Shaw, R. 0. Dwyer, Sillars and 
Cairns, Finley, Bryden, Whiteford, Ohman and Lind-
strom, Langmead., Gushue, Dryer and Greene, Marl 
Bastow, Gleason, L. 0. B. Furlong, Larry White, 
Dennis Galway, Pat Kelly, Martin Gladney, Jordan 
Bros. (last four were Merchant tailors), Jim Stott, 
Sandy Rankin, Jim O'Donnell, Jimmy McKay, ·T. J. 
Murphy, "Yankee" Walsh, John Kearney, Capt. 
Neilson, John Adrian, Phil McCourt, and so many 
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others that I am compelled to stop, lest this would 
seem like a page from the city directory. 
It is a saddening thought that nearly all of these 
names, which once meant so much to the social and 
commercial activity of our city, are now "graved on 
the sto11es, beneath yon aged thorns," and the echo 
of their footsteps is heard no more in the busy marts 
of life! 
At that time but few women had entered into the 
business life of our city. I can recall but three, all 
milliners, Mrs. Goss, Mrs. Mitchell, and Miss May 
Furlong. The last I am glad to say is still alive, and 
is one of the best loved women in Newfoundland, 
due to her wonderful, self sacrificing work amongst 
the thousands of "our boys" who answered to the 
call of duty, in the dark days of the World War. 
How many can recall the old streets and lanes of 
our youth? Some few of them still existing, have 
been re-christened with possibly more euphonious 
cognomens, but to me, silly sentimentalist that I am; 
the following possess a homely charm, uncouth per-
haps, but sweet to my ears, because associated with 
the things and the people I knew and loved, and it 
may be to you also, their names will revive the clar-
ity of a picture long covered with the dust of years. 
Tarrahan's. Town, Love Lane, Bell Shute, Darling 
Street, Dreelin's Well Road, Lazy Bank, The Bark-
ing Kettle, Pokem Path, Allan's Hill, Allan's 
Meadow, Rocky Lane, Brazil's Field, British Square, 
Tank Lane, Nunnery Hill, Granny Bates' Hill, 
Chapel Lane, Low Back Car Road, Damerill's Lane, 
Flower Hill, McMurdo's Lane, Hill of Chips, and 
Apple Tree Well. 
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VOICES FROM THE PAST 
It is safe to say that some of you, aye, a great many 
I am sure, knew, and loved someone in one of 
these quaint old streets and lanes. Perhaps. that 
someone, is now beside you as you read, as she 
has been beside you for many years (and God grant 
for many more years to come), and her thoughts and 
yours, go back to those moon drenched nights, when 
she leaned over the little green half door, and bid you 
a shy "good night," as you went on your way, your 
heart singing with happiness, and your thoughts busy 
with golden dreams of the future, when "good night" 
would no longer mean a parting. Or again, perhaps 
that someone, has been these many years, sleep-
ing the quiet solitude of "God's Acre" oblivious of 
winter's snow, or summer's sun, and you think of the 
last fond handclasp, and through the silent halls of 
memory comes the echo of a voice to which you once 
thrilled, and so the old streets, and the old lanes, are 
not mere names any longer, but blessed beads in the 
rosary of your years. 
THE BLACKMAN LINE THE FIRST RUN 
The first short line of railroad out of St. John's 
was, if I remember aright, called the "Blackman" 
line, after its constructor. The trial run was made 
on a Sunday afternoon in summer, and thousands of 
curious people lined the fields and roads near the 
track, with various emotions, principally of fear and 
wonder, to see the "Iron Horse" go b~y. 
I was taken out to the scene by my uncle, who had 
• 
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presented me, on the previous day, with a beautiful 
Newfoundland pup, which I held fast by a length of 
clothes line. \\7 e were standing in a field near 
"Mickey" Allan's a short distance from the track.l 
when the shrill whistle of the locomotive was heard, 
as the train rounded the bend near Atwell's Bog, and 
then came into sight. 
The effect, as the iron monster rapidly approached 
with a burst of flame from its smoke stack, and a 
seeming roar of defiance, upon the greater number of 
the spectators, many of whom had never seen a rail-
road train, was, to say the least, terrifying. 
One old lady standing beside me, devoutedly 
crossed herself, uttering a quick prayer for protec-
tion and exclaimed: 
"Oh, wirra, wirra, I wonder will id take a short 
cut an' come through the fields!" 
As the train rt1shed by, spouting smoke, sparks and 
hot cinders, many ran back across the fields, and 
others fell, praying and fainting. My pup with an 
unearthly how I tore the rope from my trembling 
fingers and dashed out of sight. I never saw him 
• again. 
Passenger traffic was not very large for many 
months, as most people were afraid to trust their lives 
to the fearsome "conthraption," and even when the 
great fear had somewhat abated, their timidity re-
mained, and for long afterwards, it was no uncom-
mon sight, to see many of the older passengers cross 
themselves before boarding the train, and after they 
were seated, and the train began to move, take out 
their beads, and with trembling fingers, tell each de-
• 
• 
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cade as the cars rattled and swayed on their narrow 
bed.* 
WINTER IN ST. JOHN.'S THE FIRST 
SNOWFALL 
Winter was a very joyous time for the small boy, 
although to the older folks, it meant many discom- · 
forts, and stiff coal and wood bills, but to us, the first . 
fall of snow was hailed with delight. 
Remember that one night early in December, when 
you were studying your "Catechism" or your "Ex-
positer," stretched out on the hooked mat in front of 
a blazing wood fire on the dog irons, or perhaps it 
was in front of the new fashioned parlor stove, with 
its ornate decorations, and old Tom, or Towser, was 
dozing on the hearth? 
Mother was seated in her rocking chair, softly 
crooning a familiar cradle song: 
"Oh you must be a lover of the Lord, 
Or you won't go to Heaven when you die." 
and carefully mending your stockings, (a small boy's 
stockings always seem to need mending) and father 
in his "sleeve vest" was comfortably ensconsed in his 
big arm chair near the lamp-lighted table, reading his 
"Mercury" or "Colonist," and the little carved 
wooden clock between the two china dogs, and the 
*It is a well known fact, that a young girl, Minnie Curran, 
died of fright, caused by the shrill whistle of a passing loco-
• 
mot1ve. 
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pink "conks" on the 'chimney piece," was ticking, 
ticking, ticking. 
The heavy curtains were drawn, and a "horse" 
draped with a blanket, to keep "the cowld dhraft 
from yer back" was placed in front of the fire. Out-
side, the wind goes vollying overhead, and moans 
dismally through the naked branches of the trees, 
which look like giant spectres, waving skinny arms. 
The cracking of the nails in the frost sheathed 
clapboards, give forth uncanny sounds, and the world 
seems wrapped in the stern, relentless grip of the 
cold. Suddenly there is a loud knock at the outside 
door, and as father opens it, you hear the cheery 
voice of Uncle Dick, as he enters stamping his feet 
vigorously on the mat, and slapping his 'Elsinore" 
cap sharply against the door jamb. As you look up 
from your "task," you notice that he is covered with 
a white featherly substance, and you hear him say: 
"Begor Tom, it's gettin' to be a dirty night out-
side. Plenty of snow before mornin' ." 
Snow! A thrill of joy ripples up and down your 
spine. You can scarcely believe such wonderful 
news, and you rush to the windovv, and hastily draw-
ing aside the curtains, look out. Sure enough! The 
sides of the window, the top and bottom, are framed 
in glistening white, and through the centre of the 
pane, you can see the feathery drifts go whirling by 
on the back of the howling wind. 
The lights shine dimly, but bravely, in the win-
dows of the houses opposite, spilling a warmth out 
into the frosty air, while the picket fence at the end 
of the street, is almost entirely muffled in a blanket 
of snow, the stakes showing like black pins in a vel-
vet cushion. You want to jump and shout for the 
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sheer joy of it. You want to run out into the thick 
of it, and roll in it, but you must hold yourself in 
for the morrow. Father says "bed" and after a plead-
ing appeal to just open the door, and put out your 
head i11 greeting to the storm king, which is frowned 
do"rn by "dad" you receive a good night kiss from 
mother, and a hasty· but none the less loving one 
from father, and a cheery "good night, sleep tight" 
from u-ncle Dick, you climb the stairs to bed, but not 
to sleep! Oh no, not for a long time, but to lie there 
warm and cosy, tucked in by mother's loving hands, 
and you think of the joy in store for you when the 
morning dawns, plowing gaily and pantingly through 
the soft, yield.ing snow banks, testing the merits of 
your new "long boots'' for the first time, and the 
warmth of your ne'v "Elsinore" and the snow houses 
you will build, and all the wonderful joys a snow fall 
brings to the heart of a small boy, and then sweet 
sleep. 
You are awake early next morning, but it still 
seems so dark you think it is yet night. You rather 
reluctantly crawl out of your warm bed, and go to 
the window. You scrape the thick frost rime from 
the pane with y9ur finger nail, and through the small 
opening you gaze out upon a white world. 
YANKEE CLIPPER VS. CATAMARAN 
.... 
Let us change the scene a bit. It is a moonlight 
night, and the snow which had fallen several days 
ago, is now packed to icy hardness. 
Long's Hill, Barter's Hill, Cathedral Hill and Pat-
rick . Street are alive with crowds of merrymakers. 
THE PATHS TO YESTERDAY 99 
Sleighs with flat r11nners, slides with half round run-
, 
ners, and the humble home made affairs with run-
ners made from pieces of tin hoop. 
Gaudily painted "Yankee' Clippers" with brightly 
shining steel runners, and last, but by no means least, 
the typical Newfoundland "Catamaran." All are 
here ready, and as one might say, straining at the 
leash, to test their speed. 
Y ... ou are at the top of the hill, proud of your posi-
tion as 'steersman" for the catamaran, and in front 
of you stretches the long slippery course, shining like 
a white ribbon in the moonlight, and on and on, to 
what seems miles of a joyous, heart pounding ride. 
"All aboard! " and you are off. The clean air 
'blows through your hair, and like rare wine whips 
your blood to a state of delightful exhilaration. 
Shouting and lat1ghing ,you speed away with your 
load., faster and faster; as people, houses and fences, 
fly across your blurred vision. You look behind and 
wave triumphantly to the haughty "Yankee Clip-
per" and the other slides trying in vain to pass you, 
and then before you fully realize it, you have reached 
the foot of the long hill, but in making a sharp turn, 
the catamaran upsets, and you and your crew are 
shot into a bank of fleecy snow, from which all 
emerge, unhurt and happy, for your good old New-
foundland "Cat>' h.as licked the arrogant "Yankee 
Clipper"" 
Healthful, innocent sports, dear land, which 
painted the roses on the cheeks of your sons and 
daughters, imparted the light of happy laughter to 
their eyes, and the never failing love of your rock 
ribbed shores down deep in their hearts. 
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OLD TIME NEWFOUNDLAND CHRISTMAS 
CHRISTMAS IN NEvVFOUNDLAND! Would that I 
had the pen of a l)ickens or an Irving to do it justice I 
I fear you will have to draw upon your imagina-
tion and memory, supplemented by my feeble efforts 
at description, to supply the thrill which I wish to 
convey. 
It was a Christmas of simple pleasures and heart-
felt good will. A Christmas which was talked about, 
and prepared for, weeks ahead, and was kept up, with 
little or no diminution in spirit or observance, for 
twelve entire days. 
Even now, when so many of us are approaching 
the "sere and yellow leaf," the visit of Father 
c .hristmas is ever welcome, but his coming is tinged 
with sadness at the thought of the passing of another 
milestot1e, bringing us so much nearer the inevitable. 
His pack is filled to repletion, not only with gifts for 
the young, but he carries also a generous supply of 
memories, some happy, some sad, for those of us who 
have passed "the bright lexicon of youth," and these 
he scatters with a lavish hand, and the winds of fate 
carry them up like eddying snowflakes, and whirl 
them through space to the four corners of the earth, 
where they fall gently upon those who love to pierce 
the dim curtain of the past, and live again for a 
blessed hour, in the dear dead days of Auld Lang 
Syne. And so my friends we turn back the yellow-
ing pages of time, and lo! it is Christmas Eve, you 
are again a little tousled headed, freckled faced boy, 
and your heart is singing in blissful anticipation, as 
you plow through the snow drifted streets, and every-
one you meet, even the most casual acquaintance, 
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(for they are all listed in your mind as ''good pros-
pects") you greet with "Christmas Box on you," and 
indeed you receive a goodly response to your ob-
viously implied request. Apples, oranges, generous 
slices of "figgy" bread, "thruppence," sixpence, and 
sometimes even a whole shilling, enrich your treas-
tlry. 
Your supper, early that evening was a hurried 
meal, for you were promised one whole hour by your-
self to go "down the harbour" and see Water Street 
in all its holiday glory. And what a sight that was 
to your hungry eyes! 
The street is filled with a jovial, smiling, happy 
crowd, loaded down with bundles of every known 
shape and size. 
The shops are ablaze with lamps and candles, and 
spluttering gas jets, and are decorated with festoons 
of holly, and our own native evergreen. Lash's 
windows are piled high with sponge cakes, and tarts 
and vVashington pies, and gorgeously frosted Christ-
mas cakes, adorned with sugar candles, and ships, 
and Santa Claus', and reindeer, and seals, and snow 
sprinkled "var" trees. Inside many of the shops 
"raffles" are being held for geese and turkeys , and 
monster Christmas cakes, many of them as big as a 
small boy. 
Jimmy Baird's and Eden's and Stott's, and Bow-
rings, and J. D. Ryan's, have marvelous displays of 
candied citron and lemon peel, Malaga raisins in 
boxes adorned with highly colored pictures of beau-
tiful senoritas, and exciting bull fights, and there are 
mounds of fancy biscuits in all shapes and colors. 
Fenelon's McConnan's and Chisholm's present a 
riot of color in plush7 and satin and lace edged Christ-
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mas cards, and wonderful story books, ''The Boys 
Of England," "Young Men Of Great Britain," "Boys 
Own Paper" and the "Vvide Awake" magazines, filled 
vvith lurid, but stirri11g adventures of "Dick Turpin," 
"Claude Dtlval," "Sixteen String Jack," and 
"Sweeny Todd, The Demon Barber Of Fleet 
Street." 
Blacl{woods' window is a veritable treasure house 
of tin soldiers, shining s'vords, Acme club skates, 
gorgeously painted slides, and a thousand and one 
other gifts to delight the heart of a boy. 
THE NIGI-IT BE:B~ORE CHRISTMAS 
Oh, what a soul satisfying, exhilarating time you 
have window shopping on this Christmas Eve! I 
shall try to describe the "Night Before Christmas'' 
as typical of n1any, which no doubt you will remem-
ber, and in doing so, I shall draw upon my own ex-
perience, when I was a little shaver, just ten years 
old to whom Christmas meant a very great deal in-
deed. 
It was about eight o'clock; the "tea things" had 
been cleared away, and the family were gathered be-
side the cheerful open fire place awaiting the ex-
pected guests. The thick damask curtains were 
dravvn, and the big "argand" lamp with its brilliant 
shade and winking crystal pendants, shed a soft, 
warm light over the cosy parlor, which was reflected 
in rainbow colors from the lusters on the "chimney 
oiece." 
.. 
It was a "dirty" night outside. Light flakes of 
~now had begun to fall in the late afternoon, and as 
• 
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the dusk came on, th_e storm had increased in fury. 
The sno'v whirled in blinding gusts, and the lower 
windows of the houses opposite, in our rather narrow 
street, were almost entirely obscured, by the piled up, 
cone shaped drifts . 
The wind howled dismally through the streets and 
lanes; shrieked around the eves of the houses and 
down the broad chimney, scattering myriads of 
sparks over tl1e brick hearth, and then it died away 
for an instant in a melancholy moan, only to return 
again witl1 redoubled force. Even the heavy blanket 
covering the clothes horse in front of the fire, occa-
sionally felt its power, and waved gently like a 
·billowing sail, but the huge logs of spruce and 'var" 
blazed cheerfully, and bid defiance to the storm's 
furv . 
.. 
My dear mother in her gentle, but efficient way, 
was busy piling up mounds of cake, fruit and 
"sweets" upon the "company" dishes. Uncle Mike 
was likewise busy filling decanters with golden toned 
liquors, and purple hued wines, while Uncle Dick, 
was carefully hanging on the swinging "crane" a 
large copper kettle filled with water to brew the 
punch. 
A loud double knock tlpon the -outside door and 
the stampin'g of many feet, announced the arrival of 
our visitors. I ran quickly to the door; and as I 
opened it, a gust of wind whirled the powdered snow, 
into the hallway, and up the stairs. 
A ntlmher of white covered figures entered briskly, 
stamping loudly and brushing the snow from their 
clothes, and cheery voices shouted: 
"A Merry Christmas! God save all here!" First 
came big, genial ·uncle Phil, and his merry eyed wife, 
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followed by their two sons, Tom and Jim, and their 
daughters, Alice and Johanna. Behind them was 
bluff old Morris Walsh and his son Dick who ex-
celled as a singer of "come all ye's." 
While they were removing their wraps, two other 
figures loomed out of the blinding drift, and our old 
neighbors, Dan Collins, and his plump and rosy wife 
Mary, gained the she Iter of the doorway, and quickly 
entered with hearty greetings. 
A babel of voi\_es, and merry laughter echoed 
throughout the room, and all soon found seats in a 
half circle around the fire. Glasses of steaming 
punch were brewed for the men, and port wine was 
served to the women, and heaping plates of home 
made "sweet bread" were passed around. Jaws 
were soon at work, dry throats were moistened, and 
toasts and good wishes were heartily exchanged. 
A MERRY CHRISTMAS COME ALL YE'S-
OLD TIME SONGS 
After the first greetings, and enquiries as to each 
others health and prospects, with many a fervent 
"God rest their soqJs" to the memory of those who 
had passed away, Dan Collins settled himself more 
comfortably in his chair, and with a smile of deep 
content upon his ruddy face, said: 
"Come now, Dick me lad, give us a stave of a 
song," while the others clapped vigorously in pleased 
• • • anticipation. 
"Ah sure now," said Dick bashfully, "I can't sing 
atall, atall Dan." 
"Throth an' you're the boy that can do that same 
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Dick, exclaimed Mrs. Dan, "come on me bouchallet 
us have a rale owld come all ye." 
Dick still protested, but rather feebly, "Shure I got 
a bit of a cowld, an' I'm hoarse like." 
· "Here Dick lad," ~_aid one of the group, "try this" 
passing him a steaming "noggin" of punch, " 'twill 
knock the cobwebs out of ye, an' make yer voice as 
mellow as John Boggan's thrush." 
Dick took the glass, and with a "Here's God bless 
us all," soon had it bottom up, and smacking his lips 
with a keen relish, with a preliminary clearing of the 
throat, stretched out his long legs, thrust his hands 
into his trousers pockets, leaned back in his chair and 
with closed eyes began: 
THE 0\VLD LEATHER BRITCHES 
''Yo-o, at the sign of the bell OJ~. the road to Clonmel, 
Paddy Hagerty kept a nate shebeen. 
He sowld pigs mate an' bread, and kept lodgin' beside, 
Was well liked by the counthry he lived in.'' 
As the song is of great length, like all "come all 
ye's," I'll not quote it in full, but if I remember 
rightly, in order to show that he has arrived at the 
end it is customary for the singer to speak the last 
three or four words. Every few minutes while Dick 
was singing, he was greeted "\Vith audible murmers 
of approval, and such exclamations as: 
"Shure 'tis yerself is the boy Dick." 
"Pleasure! more power to ye Dick me bouchal." 
Laughter and hand clapping, long and loud was 
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the singers reward, and another "jorum" was passed 
around. 
Uncle Phil seated in the big rocking chair close to 
the "hob" with that wonderful whimsical smile play-
ing around the corners of his mobile mouth, on in-
vitation, began his old favorite: 
LO\lEL Y WEXFORD TOWN 
''Oh, Wexford town of high renown, a.nd all its shady groves, 
The~e's none so fair that can compare, 
With lovely We·xford town.'' 
As he finished the lengthy eulogy on his native 
city, the applause was so generous that he followed 
with an encore, well calculated to stir the blood of 
any true son of Erin, the martial strain of "O'Don-
nell Abu.'' 
.Enthusiasm was now at its height, and Uncle Dick 
mounting a chair for a rostrum, recited, with dra-
matic fervor: 
Ni\POLEON'S GRAVE 
''On a lone barren isle, where the rude dashing billows, 
Assail the sterile rocks and the loud temp·est rave 
A hero lies low, and the dew drooping willows 
Like fond weeping mourners hang over his grave·. 
Tl1o tl1e lightning ma.y flash, and the loud cannons rattle, 
He hears not, he he·eds not, he is free · from a11 pain 
He sle·eps his last sleep, he has fought his last battle, 
And no ~ottnd can awak·e him to glory again.'' 
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Needless to say, this was received with loud ac-
claim, for "Bony" was ever a great "hairo" to all 
Irishmen. 
The women were then called upon to contribute 
their share to the festivities, and my dear aunt, in 
a rich contralto, and with that curious "lilt" which 
renders a Irish song so infinitely tender, sang: 
THE LITTLE BROWN COT ON THE HILL 
''Fa.r away in that little brown cot on the hill, 
Where I liv·ed in the bright long ago. 
And the musical sound of the murmuring rill, 
Which beside that brown cot us·ed to flow. 
It was lonely and old, and in winter was drear, 
And the winds could a.ssail it at will. 
Still there's no place on ea.rth to my heart is so de·ar, 
As that little brown cot on th.e hill.'' 
When she had finished, many eyes were moist with 
memories, and a sigh came from the depths of many 
an Irish heart. 
The sweet faced, gentle cousin sitting quietly in 
the shadow, who alas, was so soon to pass from mor-
tal ken, shyly obliged with: 
SWEET BELL~~ MAHONE 
''Soon beyond the harbour bar, shall my bark be sailing far, 
O'er this world, I'll wander lone, 
Sweet Belle Mah.one.'' 
• 
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Oh, what songs were sung that night, and how 
fondly they still haunt my memory! "The Rose Of 
Alla11dale," "The Lovely Elvira Of Famed Water-
loo '' ''When The Roses Come Again '' ''Annie Lisle " 
' ' ' 
"Gentle Annie," "Lily Dale," and other heart reach-
ing melodies, which linger through the mist of years. 
The long drawn notes of the concertina, and the 
haunting strains of the "fiddle" bring to me a far 
sweeter remembrance, than all I have since heard 
from the world's greatest musicians. 
Then came the stories; those weird wonderful 
stories of ghosts, and "leprecauns" and the "good 
people," such as only those who are Irish can tell in 
such a convincing way as to send sweet and thrilling 
shudders down the spine of a ten year old "gossoon" 
as he listened, wide eyed and breathless, and saw in 
every flickering shadow on the wall, a "leprecaun" or 
a headless ghost, and heard the "Banshee's wail in 
the voice of the wind; and he visualized the dreary 
wastes of mountain, valley and plain, swept by the 
driving snow, and then drifting off into sweet, drowsy 
contentment, nodded and dozed, until lifted gently 
into mother's arms, he was borne off to bed, with the 
sound of cheery voices growing fainter and fainter in 
his ears, and then tucked in with loving hands (alas, 
now so long still! ) and comforted by a mothers 
gentle kiss, passed into the sweet land of dreams. 
"Back,vard, turn backward, oh, time in your flight, 
Make me a child again just for tonight. 
Mother, come back from that echo less shore, 
Take me again to your heart as of yore." 
. . . 
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CHRISTMAS MORNING 
Christmas morning dawns, with a soft white carpet 
covering the earth, and blotting out all its imperfec-
tions and ugliness. You scramble out of bed, and 
call out "Merry Christmas" as you hurry down the 
stairs to the kitchen. Yes, there it is! The bulg-
ing stocking hangs like an overstuffed glutton from 
the mantel piece, and as you snatch it down and 
hastily empty its contents upon the kitchen table, 
you behold a flood of apples, oranges, sweets, tin 
soldiers, a marvelous five bladed knife, and the shin-
ing sword you had so coveted at Blackwood's. It's 
lucky for you that mother hung up her stocking, in-
stead of yours, which could never hold such a quan-
tity of Christmas boxes. Hello! What is this? On 
the table is an oblong box, wrapped in red tissue, and 
tied with a gold string. With nervous fingers, you 
open it, and lo f a glittering pair of Acme skates. As 
you turn to the window with dancing eyes to examine 
their shining beauty, you notice a wonderful, red and 
black painted object standing in the corner. You 
gasp! It can't be_, yes it is; a Yankee Clipper! 
Your cup of joy is overflowing. The world is 
yours. Never in after life, no matter w·hat wealth 
you may acquire, what honors you may achieve, will 
you experience such a thrill of unalloyed happiness. 
You can scarcelv wait until breakfast is over to · 
el 
try out the ne\v slide, but at last the moment arrives, 
and as you literally fly over the frozen hill, your 
heart sings witl1 joy and pride. 
You return home for church, very reluctantly, and 
as you climb Cathedral Hill, you hear the ''joy'' bells 
ringing out their message of "peace on earth, to men 
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good will'' and on the crisp wintry air, sounds the 
many friendly greetings "I wish you a Merry Christ-
mas." 
Now for the Christmas Dinner! Here my poor 
pen utterly fails n1e to properly, and with the rever-
ence due to such a subject, describe the wonderful 
brown coated juicy goose with its sage and onion 
dressing, and the Argus eyed raisin pudding, and the 
lucious white grapes, and the "figgy" loaf, and all the 
other good things that go to make up that one 
memorable dinner of all the year, and the marvelous 
gastronomic feats you displayed at that groaning 
table, until at length you arose, stuffecllike the goose, 
and greatly resembling the Fat Boy in Pickwick. 
THE WREN ST. STEPHEN'S DAY 
The following morning, St. Stephen's Day, you 
are awakened by the boys of the neighborhood, all 
dressed in grotesque costumes, and carrying a small 
"var" tree, decorated with colored ribbons. As they 
assemble under your window, they sing in concert: 
"The wren, the wren, the king of all birds, 
St. Stephen's day was caught in the furze; 
i\lthough he is little, his family is great, 
Rise up good lady and give us a . treat. 
With a pocket full of money, and a cellar full of beer, 
We wish you a lVIerry Christmas, and a Happy New Year" 
The appeal of the singers was never in vain, and 
they are sent on their way, from each house, loaded 
with good cheer. 
• 
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NEW YEAR'S HOSPITALITY THE ARCHES 
New Year's Day, with the snow drifted streets 
alive with crowded sleighs, and greater crowds on 
foot, and "Happy New Year" on everybody's lips. 
What a day that was! The open house, the hos-
pitable table in the centre of the "best" room, laden 
with decanters of whiskey, brandy, port and sherry, 
and generous slices of cake and "sweet bread." 
A glaring, 11nforgivable offence if any call was ne-
glected on that day, or if a guest failed to drain a 
glass to the heal tl1 of the host or hostess. 
All of the various societies of the city, headed .by 
·Bennett's Band playing the "Banks of Newfound-
land," proudly marching under the numerous arches 
of boughs and ever~reens decorated with lace cur-
tains and flags, and displaying highly colored pic-
tures of the King, the Prince of Wales, the Pope, 
Arthur Jackman, Sammy Blandford, and the ubi-
quitous "Burning Mountain." Salutes, and salvos 
of welcome burst from hundreds of long barrelled 
sealing guns, and concertine~;s, fiddles, tin whistles, 
and even "jews harps" added their, quota to the gen-
eral hilarity. 
As the day advanced, you might perhaps, see a 
few upturned sleighs, and black figures floundering 
in th~ soft snow, but though some may have im-
bibed "not wisely, but too well," there was a notice-
able absence of prof£!nity and rowdyism, or anything 
approaching the looseness of conduct, which, with 
its poisoned "hooch" is a lamentable feature of our 
prohibition mania. 
.. > 
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THE SPRING OF THE YEAR 
What an exciting time the "Spring of the 
Year" was to us all in Newfoundland! What a 
promise of good things to come, the first balmy days 
of spring brought to us, all both young and old! 
The storms of winter were now but a memory as 
the sun grew stronger. Then came the soft warm 
rains to melt the snow, and that which was left, had 
a tired and dirty appearance, a fitting sign of its 
approaching dissolution. Little patches of moist 
earth steaming in the heat, appeared in the streets 
and lanes, and there was the music of a country 
brook in the rushing snow water, as it poured noisily 
over the cobbled drains, and frothed and bubbled 
around the iron grating in fro~t of the pump. As 
evening approached, and the sun sank slowly behind 
the hills, the acctimulated water in the "ruts" caused 
by the heavy wheels of the "long carts" from th~ 
country, froze lightly, and the thin ice crackled be-
neath your feet. 
The frost had gone out of the earth. Spring had 
come! Little forlorn patches of snow lingered in 
the thick woods, buj in tl1e open fields, bunches of 
pale green showed their timorous heads, and the 
little brooks, swollen by the freshets, took on the 
appearance of real rivers, and in their ambition 
nearly reached the roadside, as they swirled and 
eddied under the little bridges at "Micky" Allan's, 
and· Long Pond. 
· There was a beauty in the straggling line of thiJ:! 
icicles, defeated winter's grim sentinels, as they hung 
in ragged formation from the eves of houses and 
porches, and music in their rythmic dripping as they 
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melted, and made a myriad of little holes, in the soft 
and welcoming earth. 
BAZZING MARBLES-GLASS ALLEYS-
BUCKLEY ICE COPYING 
Marbles, "bulleters" and "glass alleys" of rainbow 
hues, appeared in the shop windows, and "bazzing" 
was indtilged in, wherever a dry spot of ground 
showed. Happy was the kid who- possessed a "bul-
leter" that could withstand the onslaught of a rival! 
The ice in tl1e harbour was softening, and you went 
"copying" off "\V a tty" Grieve's or Baine Johnson's 
or you took a rather risky chance on the "buckley" 
• Ice. 
Hardy, white haired, rosy cheeked Mr. Marriott, 
father of my old friend Canon Marriott of Bermuda, 
Sandy Rankin, and jovial John Linstrom, could be 
met i11 the early morning, with thick towels draped 
over their shoulders, walking briskly toward Chain 
Rock, to take their accustomed dip in the icy waters. 
Wonderftll characters! Their bravery makes me 
shudder. 
SWOILERS AND SKINNERS 
Soon the streets were crowded with outharbour 
men, (slightingly called "Baymen" by the city "slick-
ers,") and "swoilers" com_ing into town from their far 
off homes in search of a "berth" for the ice. What 
an inspiring sight and time it all was! Only equalled 
a few weeks later, when the "ball" went up on the 
• 
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"Block House" on Signal Hill, announcing the return 
of the first ship of the sealing fleet. 
Then the crowds rushing down to the wharves, 
and the wild cheers, as the grimy, blackened vessel, 
log loaded, and flying its house flag, steamed up the 
harbour, with Captain Jackman, Blandford or 
Keene, standing proudly on the bridge. 
The South Side, became a bee hive of feverish 
activity, as an army of "skinners" worked day and 
night, "Tith deft knives, separating the fat from the 
"pelt," the former to be stored in tanks on the hill-
side, and "tried out" for its valuable oil, and the 
latter to be salted down for shipment abroad, and 
later transformed into boots and shoes, hand bags 
for my lady, and other similar articles of use and 
luxu_ry. 
, 
The sealing crew, still dressed in the same clothes 
which they wore when starting for the ice fields, 
from two to six weeks previous, and now a shiny 
mess of dirt, oil and seal fat, having been paid off, 
started out, on what, to them, was a "spending or-
gie," and all of the shops on Water Street remained 
open until late at night, ministering to their needs. 
Tea, brown sugar, molasses, hard bread, pork and 
tobacco, were their staple purchases, supplemented 
by a brightly colored "cloud" for the "missus," rib-
bons and a few cheap trinkets for the "little nippers" 
to which was generally added, a "jews harp" or a 
"concertina" to help while away the idle hours, until 
the preparations began for the summer fishery on the 
''Larbadore." 
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NATIVE HOSPITALITY SilVIPLICITY 
I do not know of any country, where the twin 
virtues of friendliness and hospitality, were observed 
to a greater extent than in Newfoundland. This 
was especially noticable among the farmers, and 
fishermen in the outharbotlrs. 
When walking or driving, one was always greeted 
with a cheerful "marnin'zur" or "even) ma'am," and 
if one had the time to stop and chat for a moment, 
a cordial invitation was usually extended to partake 
of the hospitality of the little whitewashed cabin by 
the roadside. 
It might be but a "mug o' tay" sweetened with 
molasses and thick slices of home made bread and 
"oleo" (or "grease" as it was termed by some in the 
more remote districts) but in the case of even the 
poorest, it was given with a courtly grace and hearti-
ness that denied refusal. 
Ifthevisitorhappenedtobe a ''Yankee,'' he seemed 
doubly welcome, and was eagerly questioned about 
the "States," because so many of the people had 
sons and daughters in Boston that in their simplicity 
they believed that all of those living in the United 
States, 'vere known to each other. 
As an illustration. A few days before I left New-
foundland, a farmer living in Torbay brought me a 
letter inscribed to his son in Boston, and a'sked me 
if I would kindly deliver it to him on my arrival. 
As I had never ·met the lad, and as the envelope 
bore no address I asked him where his son lived, to 
which he replied: 
"Sure zur, I doant rightly know where he bides., 
but you're sure to see un round the wharves when 
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you gets to Boston. He bees a girt (great) fisher-
man." 
THE l\100N ON A STICK SPRING OF THE 
WADHAMS 
There were no railroads in the country in these 
days, and practically the only news from the outside 
world, came by the steamers of the Allan Line, which 
ran on a rather irregular schedule, depending largely 
upon the weather, especially in the winter and spring, 
consequently the lives of the people in such districts 
were very circumscribed. 
F'ew ever left the narrow confines of their outport 
homes, except perhaps in rare instances, for a sum-
mer's fishing on the "Larbadore," and I have known 
-many of them living less than fifty miles from St. 
John's who had never visited that city. Modern 
• • Jmprovements, or even necessary conveniences, were 
few, if indeed in many places, they existed at all, 
and many of my readers will no doubt recall when 
the first electric street lamps were installed in St. 
John's in 1886, that large crowds, even from the city, 
turned out to get their first sight of what they termed 
·"the moon on a stick." 
The usual way in which the outport people, and 
indeed many older persons from the city recalled 
some outstanding event, was to say it occurred, not 
on any specified date, but so many years from the 
the "Spring of the Wadhams," or "the year of the 
hard frost." 
They possessed a strong religious strain, mingled 
with a sort of fatalism, due no doubt to the many 
.. , 
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unavoidable dangers of their hazardous calling as 
fishermen, and their hard fight for a mere existence, 
in an incleme11t climate, that yearly took a heavy 
toll of lives. 
This deep religious feeling, was bequeathed to 
them by their hardy, God fearing Irish, English and 
Scotch forebears, and their simple faith in the good-
ness of God, and the inherent justice of His ways, 
mysterious though they were, helped them to bear 
cheerfully, whatever misfortune came to their lot. 
SUBLIME FAITH PRIEST AND PARSON---
SA.NCTITY OF lVIARRIAGE GENEROUS 
CHARITY 
Atheism, and agnosticism were unknown, and I 
doubt if anyone confessing to such doctrines, would 
be tolerated in the community. Faitl1, uncomprom;.. 
ising faith, in all spiritual matters beyond their com-
prehension, was their rule of life. 
Should poverty come upon them, as alas, it too 
often did, they accepted it "vith sublime resignation, 
and uncomplainingly voiced the sentiment of ··an 
humble heart: ·· 
· "Sure zur, the good Lard will pervide for we," 
and if the grim shadows of sickness and death closed 
down upon them," 'tis right hard zur, sure enough, 
but the will o' God be done," was their reverent 
answer to the sympathy expressed for their afflic-
tion, and their hymns of praise to the Creator, were 
sung none the less fervently. 
The priest and the "parson" were regarded by 
them with reverence, tinged with a certain awe, not 
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only for their recog_nized education and culture, but 
for the aura of sanctity, with which their simple 
minds invested them, as God's chosen ministers. 
This respectful deference, was, I feel sure, well de-
served, as both priest and "parson," was the good 
friend and councellor of his flock and not only min-
istered to tl1eir spiritual needs but often helped them 
materially through many a discouraging period of 
sickness and poverty, and I have known of many of . 
these clergymen, who in times of great distress gave 
generously to their suffering parishioners, the very 
food and clothing, th.ey themselves, badly needed. 
They were a splendid type of men, self sacrificing, 
deeply religious without cant, and understanding 
human nat11re, broad and tolerant of the 'rights and 
opinions of others, and I have never known of a 
breath of scandal to touch their upright lives. 
Immorality \vas rare amongst these simple out-
harbour people, and they took their ten command-
ments literally, and without reservation or question, 
and the \\roman s11spected of being "light" was 
shun'ned by her neighbours, and treated with, I must 
confess, a little too much Calvanistic severity, but 
this -stern sense of morality, acted as an effective 
check upon looseness of behaviour, and helped to 
_preserve our people from much of the evil so prev-
~alent in many larger, so called "broadminded" com-
• • 
mun1t1es. 
Marr.iage was inviolate, its sanctit)r unquestioned. 
'They accepted in a strictly literal sense the solemn 
fnjunction," for richer, for poorer, in sickness ·and 
in he?lth, till death do us part," apd though they 
vlere i11tensely human, and as such, had their quar-
rels a11d mi3t'nderstandings, they remained faithful 
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to the end, an.d divorce, the curse of our modern so-
ciety, with its trai11 of attendant evils, was happily 
unknown. 
Amongst the poor, as is generally the case in all 
countries, the Scriptural injunction, to, "feed the 
hungry, and clothe the naked" was obeyed with a 
degree of self sacrifice, truly commendable. When 
deserving charity was solicited, as was unfortunately 
too often the case, in Newfoundland outports, one 
was astonished at the total amount contributed, and 
most of it came from the threadbare pockets of those 
who themselves were but very little above the neces-
sity of actual alms. 
It is easy to scornft1lly designate such people as 
igorant, illiterate, and uncultured accordingly to the 
arbitrary standards we set ·up in our cruel judgment 
of those who have not had the advantages and op-
portunities to be found in more advanced centers of 
modern civilization, but it seems to me, that they, 
in their humble sphere have made far better use in 
general of the few talents intrusted to their care, 
than we, who have been the fortunate recipients of 
the many which we have only too often "prostituted 
to our O"\Vn damnation." . 
A FEW FINAL RECOLLECTIONS SLAN-G-
LOCALISMS 
Just before closing, a few more recollections of 
those old days come up before me. Do you remem-
ber when you went "jigging tom cods" on a slimmer 
day off "Watty" Grieve's wharf? Do you recall the 
"chin ffillSic" to which you danced many a quadrille, 
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or lancers? Can you still taste the delicious golden 
hued "hull's eyes" and "gibralters" of Granny Bates, 
and how many of you have followed "Banks" Mc-
Kenzie in his famous torch light procession in 1878? 
Remember how on Hallowe'en you "ducked" for 
apples in a wash tub filled with water, or how you 
ate "caulcannon" till you nearly burst, in the fond 
hope, if you were a maid, of finding the ring, or if you 
were a youth, in constant fear of finding the button, 
which doomed you to irrevocable bachelorhood? 
Again on St. John's Eve, when the girls put the white 
of a raw egg in a tumbler, and placed it on the win-
dow ledge to remain over night? How eagerly, but 
fearfully they examined the contents of the glass 
next n1orning, believing that good or ill .fortune 
would befall them accord.ing to the shape the egg 
assumed! 
If their imagination conjured up a likeness to a 
coffin, it meant death or sickness, if a ship, it bespoke 
a journey, and some even claimed to see in the shape 
of the obliging and overworked egg, the features of 
a future husband. (I wonder if this could be the 
origin of the popular slang phrase, "He's a good 
egg"?) 
Who can forget the traditional "scraps" between 
the "upalongs" and "downalongs"? Heaven help the 
unfortunate youth found alone in the other fellow's 
territory! 
"Practice" night by the old Volunteer Fire Bri-
gade was an event which brought out hundreds to 
watch the feats of Joe Howard, and Mike Dunn, 
and happy indeed was the boy who was permitted 
the great honor of "tackling" himself to the rope of 
'; the old hand hose cart. · 
... 
I 
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Another memorv is that of the famous "Battle of 
., 
Fox Trap" when the women of that village success-
fully routed the engineers and surveyors sent out to 
that district to survey the line for the proposed Rail-
way in 1882. 
Remember some of the local "wise cracks" and 
slang of the period? "Pull down your vest." Wipe 
off your chin." "Butter that," which was accom-
panied by a backward scrape of the foot, like a hen 
scratching for food; and the rather indelicate ques-
tion, the meaning of which , will be readily under-
stood by all old timers of St. John's, "Is your tub 
out, Is your name on it." 
How many years have passed my friends, since 
you heard these once familiar localisms? 
"A ramlatch of a song." "The divil skewered to 
ye." (meaning the devil's cure to you) "The poor 
angashure," "Sure it's all pisherogues," "Andramar-
tins " "Baynoddies " "Sharoosed " "Crackies " and 
' ' ' . . ' 
"Aye indeed, sure you'll get it on Tibb's Eve." 
Some of these were originally Irish expressions, 
but became by constant use, almost indigenous to 
Newfoundland. 
This brings my recollections of the dear old days 
to an end, and as I sit here on my veranda, in the 
velvet dusk of a Southern night, under a star be-
sprinkled Florida sky, with the soft, balmy air filled 
with the scent of oranges, roses and jasmine, my 
thoughts wander far back to that little island home, 
now locked tight in the grim clutch of winter, and 
as I gaze out over the placid lake, whose waters rip-
ple musically in the silver moonlight, those scenes 
and places of which I have written rise up before me 
on the magic photo screen of memory, and lo, a 
• 
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phantom procession of dear old time friends, pass in 
misty review, and I fancy I see them smile, and 
their frail white hands so long crossed on their pulse-
less breasts, are no'v lifted in gentle greeting, as 
though in thanks to know they are not forgotten; 
and as with a last gesture of farewell, they silently 
fade awa:y into the dusk, with tear dimmed eyes and 
swelling heart, I softly pray, God bless you New-
foundland, and may He ever prosper your sons and 
daughters 5 whether within the confines of your rock 
girt shores, or under the canopy of an alien sky . 
< 
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APPENDIX. 
On Sept. 25, 1873 a duel with pistols was fought 
in the Fort Townsend Hollow, between Augustus 
Healy, an.d -Dennis Dooley for the favor of a prom-
inent City belle. The seconds were Fred Burnham, 
and the late Thomas Allan. The duel asstlmed a 
comedy aspect, due to the removal of the bullets 
from the pistols, unknown to the love sick combat-
·ants. At the exchange of shots, Dooley fainted 
w·hile Healy stood his ground. 
Shortly afterwards the fight was continued, but 
this time, vvith na~pre's own weapons; fists, behind 
John Casey's barn, and Healy won the decision, but 
sad to relate, neither of them won the hand of the 
fickle damsel, who subsequently married another, 
probably neither so romantic or belligerent. The 
local poet thus immortalized the event:-
"On :Friday last at half past two, two love-bestricken chaps, 
Up in Fort Townsend Hollow·, met for satisfaction raps; 
One of them Gus Healy was, the other Dooley Din, 
Came over here from Heart's Content, Miss 'Blanks' green 
heart to win. 
John Sullivan the 'bobby; fop, turned six policemen out, 
\Vheeled to the pistolizing sound, right round to left about; 
With pistols lowered beneath their arms, they hied to Casey's 
farm 
Where Dooley Din got well oiled off behind John Casey's 
barn." 
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How many remember the famous Cricket Match 
played in 1886, between the Teetotalers, and the 
JYJ oderate Drinkers? 
VVhile the forn1er won the game, I refuse to con- · 
sider the victory as an argument in favor of Pro-
hibition, and furthennore, I "hae rna doots" as to 
the practical genuineness of the line up, although this 
is a purely personal opinion lacking confirmation. 
1'he players were as follows:-
Teetotalers John Flannery, Capt. E. Shea, E. 
Mutch, C. P. Crowdy, T. J. Edens, J. Robinson, T. F. 
Walsh, F. 1\tlorris, \V. Emerson, D. Browning, J. 
Savage, and W. B. Killigrew, Umpire. 
Moderates T. Parker, W. C. Job, E. R. Bowring, 
C. Raynes, C. R. Duder, Albert Knight, Arthur Clift, 
John Winter, J. Peters, A. Bayley, F. Barnes, and 
J. Kelley, Umpire. 
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ORIGIN OF OUR NATIVE FLAG. 
The Native Society of Newfoundland was formed 
in 1840; its first President being Richard Barnes 
whose moi1u1nent can be found in the old cemetery 
near the Church of England Cathedral. 
Three of its most prominent members were, Sir 
Ambrose Shea, Hon. J. J. Rogerson, and Hon. Ed-
ward Shea. 
The Society was founded as a protest against the 
alleged favoritism shown to foreign born residents, 
to whom it was said all of the "soft snaps" were 
• given. 
According to the best authorities, the flag of the 
Society· was originally, all pink, with two clasped 
hands, extending to the elbow, and a spruce tree in 
the centre. This tree was held in the joined palms, 
and underneath was the word ''Philanthropy'' The 
arms and the tree were Green, the letters White. 
A great deal of ill feeling was enger1dered by the 
Society, and bad language ar1d rows were of frequent 
occurrence. The culmination point \\ras reached in 
February, 1843, during a big haul of wood for Bishop 
Fleming. There was considerable rivalry for the 
biggest load, and each slide bore distinctive colors. 
The 'Bush Borns" and the "Old Country" people 
had a difference of opinion as to which had the larger 
load, and a row ensued in which a good many heads 
were broken. When Bishop Fleming heard of it, he 
called the ringleaders together, gave them a bit of 
advice, and induced them to join the Pink and Green 
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together. This they did, by inserting a piece of 
neutral White between, and thus was born the flag 
as we have it to-day. 
A few of the founders stuck to the plain Pink for 
two or three years, but after the death of Barnes, 
and the blowing down of the Native Hall in 1846, 
the Pink, White and Green, became the recognized 
Native Flag. 
For the incidents and events chronicled in this Supplement, 
I am indebted to that extremely interesting little volume en-
titled "Notable Events" compiled and published in 1900, by 
Messrs. Devine and O'Mara of St. John's. 
MY CHRISTMi\S UNDER THREE SKIES 
SNOWBOlTND AT CHRISTMAS ON A WEST-
ERN PRAIRIE 
It was my first season as a full fledged "profes-
sional," and I was a more or less valued member of 
a · small theatrical company touring the Western 
States. We had been "wildcatting," and playing the 
smaller towns, with indifferent success, for about 
three months, and now on Christmas Eve, we found 
ourselves in a fair sized town, on the western border 
of Kansas, witl1 a good advance sale for the evening 
performance, and a long jump in prospect after the 
show to a still l2rger, and our biggest town of the 
season, wl1ere we vvere booked for a matinee and 
night. 
Business had begun to pick up, and we were all 
in pretty good spirits over the prospects, and in con-
sequence our performance that night at the "Oprey 
House" was full of pep, and we basked in the sun-
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shine of the actor's life, laughter, applause, and 
plenty of it, and 'forgot, with the proverbial optimism 
of the "trouper," the many discomforts., and discour-
agements, which had been our lot for several weeks. 
We were to leave for the next stand at 11 p. m., 
and in order to be at the "dippo" on time, we some-
what rushed the pt1fformance, and cut a number of 
scenes by skilftll "blending," which passed unno-
ticed by the not too critical audience. 
There vvas no regular passenger train out at that 
hour, and we were obliged to make the jump in a 
caboose, attached to a long freight train. This 
method of travel did not discourage us in the least, 
as we were quite used to hardships. One cannot be 
a dyed-in-the-wool trouper otherwise, and so, after 
we had pack.ed our trunks, and grips, and laid in a 
stock of sand,viches, some bottled beer, and a little 
something stronger to keep out the cold, we hurried 
through the snow and darkness, to the gloomy little 
' 'dippo," and "rere just in time to see the long freight 
pulling up alongside the platform. 
It did not take us long to tumble our trunks, and 
scanty scenery into a half empty box car, and then 
we all scrambled, laughing and kidding, into the little 
caboose, and the train was soon puffing, and jerking 
and grinding, on its way over the snow covered rails 
out into the silent night. Our quarters, though some-
."That cramped, were cosy, and the little iron "bogy" 
gave out a cheery warmth. 
Some of the company stretched out on the two 
leather padded seats, one on each side of the car, and 
with overcoats under their heads, enjoyed a snooze, 
despite the rattling of the train over the uneven road 
bed, and the shrill voices of several card players, 
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seated on their upturned suit cases. Others began 
their midnight lunch, and talked of Christmas, and 
the little gifts they had managed to send to the folks 
at home, and the prospects of the "ghost" walking 
again regularly, and the paying up of back salaries. 
But even actors must sleep sometimes, as well as eat, 
and in a couple of hours, with suit cases for their 
pillows, all were snoring in different keys. 
About seven o'clock they were awakened by the 
brakeman, who entered the caboose, followed by a 
blast of cold wind, and stamping the snow from his 
feet and clothes. We then noticed that the train had 
stopped, and he informed us that a blizzard had come 
on during the early morning, and we were stuck in 
a heavy snow drift, and could go no farther until a 
rescue engine arrived with a snow plow. 
This was news indeed, and not pleasant to hear. 
I looked out through the half open door, on a white 
world, unbroken, as far as I could see through the 
curtain of snow, which was eddying in the wind, 
from the piled up drifts, and no house, not even a 
fence in sight. He told us we were about fifty miles 
from our destination. Through a lull in the wind I 
noticed that we had stopped opposite, what seemed 
to be a tiny way stati9n, half smothered in drift, and 
I saw our manager coming towards us, accompanied 
by the station agent, who told us he had wired to the 
next town, and they had promised to send a relief 
engine as soon as possible, and then, to our surprise 
and joy, informed us that "Lige Carson's farm was 
just over yonder, a few hundred yards, an' if you 
men folks '11 all tackle to with the train hands and 
shovel away this here snow, I reckon as how you all 
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kin git st1tthin to eat thar, 'specially it bein' Christ-
mas." 
Did we agree? I should say we did, and after 
about an hotir's tough work, we made a fairly good 
path up to "Lige's" door. The Station agent, and 
our manager had gone on ahead, floundering through 
the drifts, and we could see them standing on the 
porch, talking to a man and woman who were watch~ 
ing our efforts in a rather puzzled manner. 
The matter was soon explained, evidently to their 
satisfaction, and with a loud "Hey there, come on 
al of ye, and bring the women folks," we started on 
a run for the hospitable shelter. Two of us were 
told to go back to the train, and bring the four 
women, and all the suit cases, which we did without 
·delay. · 
We were given a hearty welcome by the genial 
farmer and his motherly wife, and introduced to his 
son Seth, an awkward gangling youth of about 
twenty, and a daughter Mary, about eighteen, whose 
remarkable beauty and grace was undimmed by the 
plain, and evidently home made gown which she 
wore. 
"Wall" drawled the farmer," we aint never had 
a cha11ce to entertain show folks afore, but we've bin 
entertained by them, at the Oprey House in town, 
mother an' me, an 'enjoyed their antics too, an' now 
· I reckon, it's our turn to kind o' square things, an' 
so ye'r all mighty welcome. Set down an' make your-
selves to home, an' we'll see what we can rassle up 
for ye to eat." 
We did not need any further invitation, but de-
positing our grips in one of the bed rooms, drew up 
around the big cheery stove, while Mary shyly in-
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vited the women into her chamber, so that they might 
arrange their toilet. 
The table was soon laid with luscious home cured 
ham, fresh eggs, hot biscuits, and honey, and oh, 
the aroma of that coffee as it steamed from the huge 
stone cups! 
All were soon seated, and after joining the family 
in asking blessing, we fell too with right good will~ 
After breakfast was over we amused ourselves as 
best we could, some venttiring out to the barn, to 
watch the feeding and milking of the stock, and 
others looking over the family album, or smoking 
contentedly around the glowing stove. 
I was rather interested in Mary, and tried to draw 
her into conversation. At first she was rather shy 
and monosyllabic, but at last I broke through h.er re-
serve, and she talked freely. 
·· She attended high school in the neighboring town, 
and .was now home for the holidays. While in school, 
she had helped to form a dramatic club and had ap-
peared in several of the school productions. Her 
great and secret ambition was to take up the stage 
as a profession, and some day 1 with the consent of 
the old folks, she intended going to Kansas City, and 
seek an interview with some good stock manager, 
who might give her a chance in his company. · 
, I was but a neophyte myself, and could give her 
but little practical advice, but as I noticed her an_. 
imated expression, naturally graceful gestures, and 
beautifully modulated voice, I felt confident that 
with determination, and a fair chance,, she would 
succeed'~ n 
Toward noon, our manager came in" to ruefully in-
form us .. that we would be unable to m·ake the town 
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for the ·matinee, but the station agent had assured 
hi~ that he ·would get us .through for the night per-
forman<;e. 'This was bad news indeed, as it meant a 
big loss to~_us~ all; and the prospects of back salaries 
quickly faded. 
Y.l!~' larrt)~t-~- and his . good . wife were very sympa-
thetic, and insisted that we should join the family in 
th~Jt :Ohristmas'"dinner; and make the~ best of a bad 
jolr. ·Showing the true spirit of the "trouper," after 
.the fir~t ~shqck of the bad news, we resigned ourselves 
cheerfully to the inevitable, and gratefully accepted 
th~ kind arid hospitable offer. 
As I now recall that wonderful Christmas feast, 
snowbound, in tbe quaint old farmhouse, with the 
table fairly groaning with the fruits of the farmer's 
honest toil, and the hearty, unselfish way in which 
he and his family had taken an unknown troupe of 
itinerant mummers into their bosom, and the shelter 
and l1ospitality of their home, and the ease with 
~hich we poor" wanderers forgot, or at least put aside 
our troubles, in the genial warmth of our welcome, 
it illus_trates the blessed Christ-like atmosphere of 
the Christmas· season, which softened even the heart 
dt Old Scrooge, and which envelopes the whole 
Christian world, with the spirit of its founder. 
" Not long aftet the dinner was over, we received 
the good news,. that the relief train had come, and 
with hearty, grateful thanks to Lige and his family, 
we were soon· on our way to our destination, where 
weo were greeted with a house packed from pit to 
gallery. · ~ · · . 
Many Chr:istn1as seasons have passed since th~n; 
and I have ~celebrated them in many a land and clime, 
p~t ·~th¢ rp.emory ·of thaJ one still stands out :vividly, 
~· .J _J; .J_ 
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and as I glanced through the columns of a theatrical 
paper a few days ago, I noticed that "Mary" (not 
her stage name now, of course) was about to be 
starred in another Broadway production. 
CHRISTMAS IN THE LAND OF NIPPON 
We left ·yokohama late in the afternoon of Dec. 
23rd on the Japanese steamship Tenyo Maru, and 
arrived at the dock in Kobe, about five p. m. the fol-
lowing day. 
"' ... hat a place, I thought to spend Christmas Eve! 
So far from the spirit and observance of Christmas, 
as I had always known it, and yet when I recalled 
the memory of the heroic St. Francis Xavier, who 
planted the sacred emblem of Christianity on this 
pagan soil, more than four hundred years before, I 
felt that I was not entirely cut off from the influence 
of the Holy Season, and as I looked out over the rail 
of the ship, and saw the ground white with snow, 
I knew that here at least was a concrete and welcome 
resemblance, to the season, beloved by us all. 
I had made the acquaintance of two Japanese 
gentlemen on board, who were bound for Nagasaki, 
and as we were to lay overnight at Kobe, with char-
acteristic Japanese courtesy, they invited us to join 
them in a tour of the city, and afterwards enjoy 
Skiaki, or Japanese dinner. 
My wife and I gladly accepted, and descending the 
gangway, we were so·on tucked warmly in the waiting 
Jinrickshas and the Kurumayas, (coolies) started on 
a jog trot towards the heart of the city. 
It was quite cold, and the moon shining on the 
quaint pagoda shaped houses, cast fantastic shadows 
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on the dark narrow streets. Finally we emerged on 
the main thoroughfare, Benton Dori, brightly lighted, 
and lined on both sides with shops displaying won-
derful Japanese wares of silk, porcelain, exquisite 
lacquer, tortoise shell work, ivory and cloisonne. The 
street, both on the narrow sidewalk and in the 
middle, was crowded with men, women and children, 
most of them in the picturesque costume of the 
country. The men wore a sort of loose sleeved cape 
over a dark kimono, and the women had the Haori 
worn over a brightly colored kimono, and tied about 
the waist with a silk Obi (sash). 
Some 'vore the Fuku-Zori, sandals tied with thick 
twisted paper thongs, and others, flat wooden clogs, 
on the soles of which were fastened, two blocks of 
wood, heel and toe, about one inch thick, and from 
six to eight inches high, which served to keep the 
feet awav from the mud and snow of the streets . 
.. 
All wore Tabis, or linen socks made like a mitten, 
with one place for the big toe. It was a colorful sight 
and resembled an old Japanese print come to life. 
At length we arrived in front of the "Tea House 
of the Stork That Lives a Thousand Years" and 
having alighted and dismissed our coolies with a little 
present of Saka-Ti, or drink money, we were obliged 
as is the custom before entering, to sit down on the 
cold stone steps take off our shoes, and put on the 
sa11dals given us by the doorkeeper. 
We ascended the stairway, and at the top, entered 
a large room, which although the dining room, was 
noticeable, for , the absence of both tables and chairs. 
We were greeted with the salutation "Yoku Oider, 
N asaimasheta" (You are welcome) and straw mats 
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we,re placed on the floor for each of us, where we all 
sat .down cross legged. 
A Kamuda, ·or bronze fire box to cook the food, 
·~>' . 
was -then placed in front of us filled with_ blazing 
<;harcoal, and also a Hibachi, to warm the hands. 
The Naisans, (waiting maids) then brought on meats 
and vegetables, and proceeded to cook them on the 
Kamuda, and served cups of Saki, a very potent rice 
wine. -.· One N aisan was assigned to each guest, and 
the . meat was cooked in slices in a sort of sweetened 
s"auce,. mixed with rice fruit and vegeta.bles, and 
though really delicious, seemed a poor substitute for 
the familiar :Christmas goose. 
- W-hile .we were eating five Geishas, (dancing girls) 
tripped in daintily, bowing and smiling, and greeted 
us with '~Irasshai,mashi" (welcome). . They were 
gorgeously >appareled, and wjth their wax like skin, 
dark ·sla11t eyes, carmined 1ips, and shining black 
liair, studded with large silver and gold headed pins, 
they resembled anin1ated dolls. 
- Three musicians also appeared and began to twang 
moriotously on the Samise~ and Koto, and explained 
in a minor chant, the story of the dance . 
. ~ The Geishas, then began dancing, the Story of the 
$pring Rain, an old Japanese love story, in which 
one of .-the lovers was a nightingale and the other, a 
plum. The dance consisted of . posturing, and gro-
tesque~ and to us, seemingly awkward movements, 
which after a while, became fascinating, a.nd full of 
dainty grace. -When it was over they came, and sat 
down-beside us, served us with tea, cakes, saki, and 
fruit, -and~ talked .in their curious delicious "pidgin," -
lhughil)g gaily at their efforts to understand, and be 
understood~ we finally took our leave amidst much -· 
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bowing, and shy laughter on their part, and a chorus 
of usayonaras" (good bye), and after taking off the 
sandals and resuming our shoes again on the cold 
steps, we got into waiting rickshas, and leisurely rode 
back to the ship through a light snow drift. 
As we jogged along through the narrow streets and 
alleys, winding in and out like a maze, forbidding 
i_n their gloom and atmosphere of Oriental mystery, 
the silence broken only by the muffled pad of the 
runner~s sandaled feet, and the occasional, clack, 
-clack of woode11 sl1oes, as we passed a belated native 
skulking throt1gh a dark alley, it seemed to me a 
gloomy Christmas Eve indeed, and my thoughts were 
fa-r away to the land of my boyhood, and as the clock 
in a nearby tower struck the hour of midnight, I 
could hear again, the glorious tones of the Joy Bells 
in St. John's Cathedral, ringing out for midnight 
mass, and I could see the great church doors opened 
wide, and · myriads of soft lights streaming from the 
High Altar, and the voices of those whom I knew and 
]oved as a boy, were calling out Christmas greetings, 
and I could see again their faces through the curtain 
of softly falling snow, and then I was awakened by 
my ricksha boy to find we had ~rrived at the wharf, 
and the ship was ablaze with lights from bow to stern 
and a group of our fellow passengers, were leaning 
over the rail and shouting "Merry Christmas." 
We sailed the next afternoon for Nagasaki, and 
that night, the stewart had arranged a typical old 
~ashioned Christmas dinner, and afterwards we all 
repaired to the smoking room, and the old English 
~hristmas Carols were sung, before a Yule log in 
the huge fire place, ,and a famous American actor 
who was a fellow passenger, contributed to the joy of 
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the evening, by reading Dickens' "Christmas Carol." 
Before going to my cabin, I went outside to take a 
turn on deck. We 'vere passing through the Inland 
Sea, whicl1 was as calm as a mill pond. The moon 
shone full fron1 a cloudless sky, and as we passed the 
numerous wooded islands, out into the water in front 
of some of them vvere standing in gloomy majesty the 
· Tori, or massive gateway of wood indicating the pres-
ence of a Buddist, or Shinto Temple. 
'fhese fairy lik.e isles, and old world fishing villages 
kept constantly appearing and disappearing, as we 
sailed over the silver sea, and occasionally a Sampan 
or Junk, appeared and slid noiselessly by, like ghosts 
gliding on a moonbeam, and were swallowed up in 
the mysterious shadows of the pine trees which 
fringed tl1e shores. 
It was a wondro11s nigl1t, and I lingered, spell-
bound by its sheer beauty, until I heard the voice of 
the watch on deck., call out the hour of midnight. 
Another Christmas had come, and would soon go 
out into the receding tide of past years, to be re-
corded on the tablets of memory and with a parting 
wave of my hand to the beloved guest, and a fervent 
"lVlerry Christmas, and God be with you" to all I 
loved, I went below. 
CHRISTMAS IN THE LAND OF THE 
PHARAOHS 
There were five of us who had been making a leis-
urely tour of the world, my wife and I, a San Fran-
cisco newspaper man and his wife, and an English-
man who was a confirmed globe trotter. We had 
arrived in Egypt about the middle of December, and 
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were spending a short time, sight seeing in Cairo,-and 
were pretty well fed up with it, as the novelty had 
worn off. One night while dining on the terrace at 
Sheppards, someone suggested that as a novelty we 
spend our Christ1nas camping on the Lybian Desert. 
The suggestion 'vas approved by us all, and next day 
we told our Dragoman Sheheta Hassan Sayad to 
make the necessary arrangements for a start on 
Christmas Eve. In due time, Hassan reported that 
everything was ready, and on the afternoon of De-
cember 24, we started across the Nile in a Dahabeyah, 
to meet o~r caravan which was waiting for us at 
Gizel1 on the other side of the river. After landing, 
we walked a short distance toward the slope of the 
Great Pyramid, and there we saw our escort. It was 
a rather formidable group, and being armed, ap-
peared very warlike. 
The Captain of the caravan was Sheik Mohammed 
Ali, a fierce looking individual, well over six feet, and 
about forty years of age. He was dressed in a white 
"Galabeyeh/' and a long undergarment of purple 
silk, tied with a generously striped sash of the same 
material, and his head was covered with a white tur-
ban delicatel~l embroidered with gold. He was 
mounted on an elaborately caparisoned camel, and 
six stalwart Bedouins accompanied him, who were to 
act as our personal servants, camel drivers and cooks. 
There were also five donkeys, and as many donkey 
boys and pack camels loaded with tents, bedding, 
cooking utensils, and provisions. 
_We started off on our journey over the desert, just 
as the sun was setting in a riot of color and as we 
looked back upon the giant Pyramids, and the silent 
mysterious Sphinx, their huge grandeur tinted with 
I 
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the sun{s ·declining rays, a feeling of awe cam~ over 
us at .the thought of the many momentous events in 
the worlds history, which had been witnessed ages 
ago 'in their silent sombre shadows and they · seemed 
to "call from the ages reaching back into the dim 
and hoary past, unchanged and unchanging,'' and , 
stam-ping upon our minds a vivid memory never to be 
forgotten. 
· We pushed on fQr several hours further into the 
heart >' of the desert, the silence broken only by an 
occasional grt1nt from the protesting camels, the 
jingling .of their trappings, · and now and again the 
high pitched harsh cries of the donkey boys, as they 
prodded, and ·urged their stubborn little beasts. 
Af last the Sheik gave the order to halt, and we 
gladly dismounted to stretch our cramped limbs. 
The packs were unloaded, the camels and donkeys 
hobbled and fed, and the tents were set up for the 
night. 
-After. a · welcome and well cooked meal was dis-
posed of, two of the Bedouins were detailed as sen-
tries, armed with rifles to keep guard during the 
night, and protect us from thieving Arabs. 
The night was gloriotls. A full moon flooded the 
desert floor with a pale mystic radience, and the 
undulations, and drifted mounds of sand stretched 
out and on, seemingly through an eternity of space, 
and,cast dark, curiously shaped shadows over its vast . 
surf-ace. -. The sky was a huge azure bowl, -studded 
with countless multitudes of stars which seemed won-
derfully near to us, and the silence was profound. 
One's· thoughts -seemed to go back involuntarily to 
that star, which in practically this same region, two 
thousand years ago, guided ·the shepards to the lowly 
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manger, and heralded the birth of the first Christmas. 
It was a night and a vision at once glorious and in-
spiring and I stood in rapt ecstacy, at the sheer 
beauty of it all, and the thoughts it engendered in 
my mind~ and my wife came and stood beside me, 
she too, silent and entranced, and as the dial of my 
watch showed the midnight hour, we clasped hands, 
and 'vith prayerful hearts, wished each other a 
"Merry Christmas." 
Christmas morning dawned in golden, splendour, 
and the Sun God_, A1n·mon Ra, a mighty dazzling orb, 
greater in size tl1an any I have ever known before, 
flooded the vast reaches of the desert with his glory. 
The fresh sweet dawn wind from the East, gave us 
a welcome greeting, and tempered the desert heat, 
and after a cool bath prepared by one of the servants 
in a portable rubber tub, we enjoyed a delicious 
breakfast, and loafed and chatted in the shelter of 
our tents until dinner. 
This Christmas dinner was a marvel of culinary 
art, topped off with real English Plum Pudding, and 
washed down, with the vintages of France, and 
Spain. Toasts were drunk to absent friends, and our 
various homelands, and songs and stories of other 
days, revived memories, long dormant, and almost 
forgotten. 
The lure of the desert had caught us in its fascin-
ating embrace, and it was nearly two weeks, before 
we rett1rned to Cairo and civilization. 
t' 
THE LAND OF FISH AND SEALS 
• c 
' 
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THE I.JANl) < O:B' FISH AND SEALS 
Written by the late Mrs. Peace, a Scotch lady, who re-
sided in St. John's in the fifties. James Mu:r-p~hly, Pub. 
Let Sunny India her wealth proclaim 
Her gorgeous glowing sky, 
Her silken stores, her golden veins, -
An.d flowers of every dye,. 
\V e envy not her gaudy show, 
Where death insidious steals, 
For wealth's bright diamond decks our brow 
In the land of fish and seals. " r· .. • 
Let Italy, and France and Spain, 
Their vine clad valleys praise, 
Let Greece and Rome take up the strain, 
And sing of by-gone days; 
Of classic fames and gorgeous names, 
Which fame's loud trump reveals, 
We boast not of past glory, 
In the land of fish and seals. 
No great immortal na1nes are ours, 
Whose deeds our annals trace, 
No sunny skies, no golden mines, 
Nor vines our valleys grace; 
... And yet our sea girt Isle can claim, 
The true, the brave, the leal, 
For slave and tyrant we disdain, 
In the land of fish and seal. 
We boast not of our mighty dead, 
But of our living brave, 
Who the frozen ocean fearless tread, 
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Or skim the angry wave; 
Heaven's blessing on their gallant hearts, 
Our country's pride and weal, 
Who brave the perils of the deep, 
In quest of fish and seal. 
May plenty cheer our hardy sons, 
And fortune on them smile, 
If milk and honey are not ours, 
May we have lots of oil; 
It will make each face shine with joy, 
Each bosom grateful feel, 
And give contentment, joy and peace, 
In the land of fish and seals. 
W ADHAl\iS SONG 
AND 
THE GIRl., I LEFT BEHIND ME 
(Newfoundland Version) 
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, ~WADHAMS SONG 
"Wadhams Song" is called after the author who wrote it in 
the year 1/5 6. It was placed on record in the Admiralty 
Court iri London shortly after it was composed, and was con-
sidered the best coasting guide in those days for that part 
of Newfoundland to which it refers. James Murp,hy, Pub-
lisher. 
From Bonavista Cape to the Cabot Isles 
The course is North full forty miles 
When you must steer away North East 
Till Cape Freels, Gull Island bears West Nor' 
West. 
Then North Nor' 'Vest thirty-three miles 
Three leagues off shore lies Wadhams Isles; 
Where of a rdck yotl must beware, 
Two miles Sotl' South East from off Isle bears. 
Then Nor' West by vVest twelve miles or more 
There lies Round Head on Fogo shore; 
But jNor' Nor' West, seven or eight miles 
Lies a sunken rock near the Barrack Isles. 
Therefore mv friend I would advise 
.., ' 
Since all these rocks in danger lies ; 
That you may never amongst them fall, 
But keep your luff and weather them _ all. 
As you draw near to Fogo Land, 
You'll have fifteen fathoms in the sounding sand; 
From fifteen to eighteen, never more, 
And that you'll have close to the shore. 
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When you abreast of Round Head be, 
Then Joe Batt's Point you'll plainly see; 
· To starboard then three or four miles, 
You'll see a parcel of damned ragged Isles. 
When Joe Batt's Arm you are abreast, 
Then Fogo Harbor bears due West; 
But untold Fortune, unlucky laid, 
A sunken rock right in the trade. 
So West Nor' \\Test you are to steer, 
Till Brimstone Head doth plain appear; 
Which over Pelley's Point you'll see, 
Then of that danger you are free. 
And as you draw within a mile, 
You'll see a house on Syme's Isle; 
The mouth of the channel is not very wide, 
But the deepest water is on the larboard side. 
When within Syme's Point you have shot, 
Then three fathoms of water you have got; 
Port hard your helm, and take care, 
In the mid channel for to steer. 
When Pelley's Point you are abreast, 
Starboard haul, and steer Sou' Sou' West, 
Till Pelley's Point covers Syme's stage, 
Then you are clear I will engage. 
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THE GIRL I LEFT BEHIND ME 
(Newfoundland \T ersion) 
"I'll go to the ice an' catch some seals, 
An' all the crew will join me; 
When I come home I'll bring a bill, 
For the girl I left behind me." 
f ' I' 
,_ r 
r 
,. 
. , 
.-·_z 
• \ 
• 
..:.· .. 
" 
" 
' ' ' 
' \ 
. 
"- "• 
0 
., 
NE\VFOU.NDLAND 
• 
• 
THE PATHS TO YESTERDAY 153 
NEWFOlJNDLAND 
BY 
PHILI.~IP H. CuMJ\1:INGS 
Cape Bonavista 
(From the Tampa (Florida) "Morning Tribune") 
Heading to the sea 
Flowing to the mist 
The lonely fishers 
Seek a means of life. 
Too often tasting death 
The north capes 
Challenge the waves. 
The men do not dream 
But take the nets 
And spread them deep. 
The graveyard where they sleep 
Moans a solemn round; 
"Drowned in the bay." 
Still they go 
Heading to the sea. 
I 
I 
··~· 
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SWEET KITTY VITTY 
BY ARCHBISHOP HOWLEY 
Oh, just down behind the city, 
In a vale, so bright and pretty; 
Lies the lovely Kitty Vitty 
Basking in the summer day. 
O'er thy bosom, swift and flitty, 
Sped by arn1, and muscle gritty, 
Song, and joke, and laughter witty, 
Bounds the pleasure boat away. 
Whether solitary straying 
Round thy shores, in summer staying, 
Watching cloudlets ever playing 
Flecking o'er thy dimpled face. 
Or when crowds in joyous meeting 
Throng thy banks in gladsome greeting, 
Watch the boats, with pulses beating, 
At regatta's yearly race. 
Or when winter's flung around thee 
His white robe, and fastly bound thee, 
In his icy chain, I found thee, 
Still a warm spot in my heart. 
O'er thy glassy surface soaring 
While the hockey boys are scoring 
And the curler's canty roaring 
How I love to take my part. 
Oh, sweet Kitty Vitty, 
Lovely, lively Kitty Vitty, 
Gay, or sombre, staid, or skitty, 
Thou art all the same to me. 
; 
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THE OLD PICKET FENCE 
BY D. CARROL 
'l'is passing, the farmer no longer repairs it, 
The hideous barbed wire, extends in its place; 
Yet many_ there are, who rejoice in its going, 
c,A~d telL us how much it was wanting in grace. 
They say thal'It marred all the lines of the landscape, 
But faith, their denouncement, seems wanting in 
., sense· ~ 
' For to me there is nothing the country scene offers, 
More hopeful of charms, than an old picket fence. 
At sight of a friend, in the land of the stranger, 
The full tide of joy, sweeps unchecked to our hearts; 
Sweet mem'ry her brightest page opens before us, 
And long trea~ured gifts to our soul she imparts. 
The dea~r hills of home, the delight of our childhood, 
For one blissful moment, we tread them again; 
So this battered old fence, brings me glad recollec-
. -
t1ons, 
Of long golden days, in our youth's happy reign. 
::.:-
Oh, don't you remember the days we went "stingin" 
The turnips, the apples, from Graham McNeils; 
Or have you forgotten that day when our leader, 
Was captured, and "kilt" by the sturdy Sam Eales? 
Oh~ rare happy days, ere we heard of Frost wire, 
Ere owners of acres grew keen on expense; 
When I "mooched" from Tom Foster, and hid many 
• 
_ mornings, 
The -cone book I owned, near the old picket fence. 
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The ruggeq old "yar," stands as stately as ever, 
Erect in its pride, th.e bare garden it shields; 
As if to conceal its old home desolation, 
From brothers who weave in the far distant fields. 
It is gloomily green, but it sparkles with life, when . 
The sun to it throws his last kiss from the West; · 
As that eve long ago, when amid its broad branches, 
I climbed, and discovered. my first robins' nest. 
And there where the lilac tree, bloomed in profusion, 
(No vestige ·remains of its loveliness now) 
I plucl{ed the sweet flowers for a rosy cheeked 
maiden, 
Who smiled, as I flung her each bunch from the 
. bough; 
Her sunny face laughed, 'neath her blue gingham 
_ bonnet, 
"I gazed in her eyes, with a rapture intense; 
I was king of the world, on that bright August eve, 
· tho 
' A bare footed boy on that old picket fence . . 
. .-
. -
Q ' 
It is bleached by the sun, many storms have it shat-
tered, 
It leans toward the vale, as if seeking repose; 
The stream, where in days of our childhoqd we lin-
~··· gered · · · 
. ' Is 'Yearing the earth from its base as it flows. , 
As I mark its decay, sudden sadness steals o'er me, 
For many a friend of my youth is gone hence; 
. . 
And the few that remain, now are aged and hoary, 
Grey, twisted; and bent, like the old pickef fence. 
DEAR OLD SOUTHSIDE HILI.~ 
• 
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DEAR OLD SOUTHSIDE HILL 
BY ARCHBISI-IOP HOWLEY 
The fondest thoughts of childhood's days, twine 
round thee, dear old hill 
And as I gaze, thy bare, bleak braes, with love my 
bosom thrill ; 
Of all the hills that stud earth's breast, and foreign 
countries fill. 
I love thee more than all the rest, Oh, dear old South 
Side Hill. 
I love each nook, each darkling drook_, each copse 
of russet brown, 
Each gully, pond, and laughing brook, that tumbles 
rattling down. 
I love thee, bathed in summer sun, with opal light 
aglow 
Or robed in wintry garment, spun from woof of silken 
snow. 
I've seen the hills that proudly stand, and stretch 
from shore to shore, 
In many a bright and favored land, far famed in song 
and lore; 
But, oh, there's none so dear as thou, old shaggy, 
South Side Hill, 
Thy iron front, and beetli11g brow, my soul with rap-
ture fill. 
I've seen Killarney's lofty reeks, and noble Gailtee 
l\1or, 
Ben Lomand, and Ben Nevis' peaks, and Snowdon's 
Glyder Fawr; 
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The lordly Alps, and Appenine, a.nd Hermon's sacred 
height, ~ . . 
With all their charms, there's none like thine, can 
" .cheer m.y weary sight. ' r 
~ .. -~ 
- ~ , 
Thou stand-est o'er our Harbour's mouth, like sentry · 
stern and hoar, 
And shields liS fro1n the stormy South, and wild At-
lantic's roar; 
When 1Jreakers blanch the ocean's crest, and surges -
dash thy side, : ·· " 
\\rithin thy sheltering arms at rest, our ships securely 
ride. ~ ~ (' ,, 
• 
. ,. ,- ('"· 
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WHERE THE SPECKLED BEAUTIES LIE 
RY M. A. DEVINE 
I know a spot that is hidden far, in the wild woods 
. -· devious way, 
In a deep ravine, green hills between, where the tum-
bling waters play; 
And just below, where like flakes of snow, the eddies 
bubble by, 
Is the home, neath the foam, where the speckled 
beauties lie. 
I keep my secret locked apart from all but a life long 
chum, 
And when Nature dons her gala garb, when the sum-
mertime has come, 
We tramp through the damp of the marsh, in the hot 
July 
For 'tis cool, near the pool, where the speckled 
beauties lie. 
How far from the weary world we seem, in our se-
questered nook, 
Where the birds sing tenor in lays of love, to the bass 
of the bra\vling brook, 
And the breeze, through the trees, joins in with a 
treble high, 
Making song, all day long, where the speckled 
beauties lie. 
Your hand, old chum, the summer's come, we're off 
to our grot of green, 
• 
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And: incense .raise, in old Walton's praise, through 
my Lady Nicotine; ·~ , · . 
And then, for the swish of · the sweeping rod, and 
• co . th·e" flash'' of tlie ' floa tirig 1ly' 0 ' • • • -~ • : 
For we go, where we know, the spec~led · beatities lie. 
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KENA WI1"CH'S LANE 
BY D. CARROLL 
The spring again is with us, with its sunny skies of 
blue, 
And the boys are "bazzin" marbles, as their fathers 
used to do; 
But the old time vim seems wanting, that lent it such 
renown, 
In the days before the vaudeville, . and ·"Nickel" 
struck the town. 
·Oh, the crowds that would assemble, d·own ori Slew:-
art's, and Tessier's ~ · " " ,_ 
On the afternoons of Sundays, in these pre-league 
football years. 0 • 
Whe11 the champions chalked their __ fingers, a.nd 'the 
small boy joined the shout ~ ~ 
When their favorite broke all comers, with two hun~ 
dred marbles out. 
Yes, I've heard of Monte Carlo, and the ·magic of 
its lure, ·. 
But "Taw and Ring" held charms for ., us, as potent 
. I am sure; c · • 
As any game of Faro holds for prince ot millionaire, 
When blaze the gay Casino's lights, and ~usic thrills 
the ear. ,. - t -
< 
But I would tell of what befell,' when lasl I played 
the game .. · ·. · · · .· 
When ~·-BiH. I "plussed" of every ·-one, he had sir., to 
his name ; : _ >: . ~
' 
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Except one brand. new "ally" tho' I won it o'er and 
o'er, --- _, . 
He wottld not let me have it, till I gave 4im "one 
. ' 
time more.'' , ·-· -· 
• 
I gave him still another "time," and yet another one-, 
Till all the patience I possessed, like Billy's "taws" 
was gone. 
I grabbed the fatal "ally" then, and "scud" with a~l 
. · iny might, I 
But Billy was a sprinter, and a terror in a fight. 
. . 
·And that "ally" was his treasure, 'tw~s - the apple of 
his sight, 
'Twas a "six time chaney ally," and its marks were 
. . 
gay and bright. · 
I close my eyes, and see it now, as brilli~nt, and as 
plain, · 
As that day I won and lost it, in Kenawitch's Lane~ 
. ~ 
. . 
- - . .. ,) 
Yes, I lost it; I was captured; and _the llammeriJ.}g 
, I got, .. a ·, 
Made me "pony up" that "ally," and his marbles on 
the spot; _ 
I was soused against the clap-boards, I was pum-
melled in the drain, · 
When -I ''gearied" Billy's "ally" in Kenawitch's 
Lane. · / .) 
Now the city's growing ~greater, ·and that ~ancie11t lane 
was small, . .. , 
So tlie aFathers" have improved it, 'till it isn't there 
at all; , 
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And the old time gang is scattered, ·but the few that 
still remain, 
Sometimes review the memories of Kenawitch's 
Lane. 
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JUST FORTY YEARS AGO 
BY P. J. KINSELLA 
With a shout, and a "wallop'er down" he came 
Down the hill on his trusty slide, 
And grazed the shin of an ancient dame, 
And upset most, her 'tarnal pride; 
A precocious youth, and he took a peep, 
Just to see if a "copper" should show, 
Or he'd lose that slide like his daddy~s went 
Just Forty Years Ago. 
'Cause he didn't know, 'bout a foot or so, 
Stood a copper with wabbling eye, 
Awaiting to gobble all small boys up, 
And particular, that small boy-
So to w~n a name, and a life's reward, 
·(promotion, now-a-days is slow) 
He chased that urchin over town, 
· · Like Forty Years Ago. 
And the "copper's" chest, it swelled with pride, 
When he "collard" the kid, and brought him in 
\Vith one hand the other, the slide 
"Leggo" the youngster sniffed complaint 
But the "bobby" replied, "not so" 
"I gotcha lad" or it sounded like, 
Just Forty Years Ago. 
And the eye of "his honor" sprung a tear, 
When they brought him that boy next day; 
For though he's a "big un" none's more fair 
With a heart for mercy's way. 
What the "bobby" said, or the Court remarked, 
• 
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•. 
Well that judge, sir, . didn't know 
He was thinkin' 'bout a slide he lost 
Just Forty Years Ago .. 
And when they got him to listen to 
The story of that brave cop, 
And he thought again of the "criminal" 
And the "crime" he was guilty of, 
That judge just swelled his chest out big, 
And hollored "Dismissed" now go, 
There wasn't a "cop" could catch me kid, 
]11st Forty Years Ago. 
Shure hist'ry will repeat itself 
And when our checks have gone in 
And boys to come, in the same old way, 
Will slide down Barter's Hill 
And a "bobby" as ever, small boys will chase, 
In the same old way, we know, -
For "boys will be boys" in spite of "cops" 
Like Forty Years Ago. 
v ' 
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-- NEWFOUNDLAND 
BY EUNICE T. HOLBROOK RUEL 
:-;- ' ,,.. 
; . 
_, " ·- .. 
. . .. 
. -· . 
Silver land, gold land, bleating baby lamb's land ~ 
_Land of wipqs that blust~r, and sing tip from the ·sea; 
Living, splendid earth land, where the _ grass is puis-
. . . - ... 
:·.. " _ . Ing, stirring,_ r- _ .. - • . 
Land of living promise of the land that. is to Fbe; ·· · · 
.... "' -· - ~~ ..: - - -~ 
.a 
Ice land, snow land, caribou, and trout land, 
Land of throbbing, beating heart, swept by the salt 
sea foam, 
Pine land, barren land, stars that shine at evening 
land, 
Land of love, and longing, and tenderness and home. 
Oh, I hear the woodland calling, and I hear the sal-
• mon nver, 
And I see the blue and silver of the stretches of the 
Bay; 
And the evening sun is setting, where the West is 
clear and golden, 
And the mountains are all glowing, in a splendid rose 
and grey. 
And the light is on the water, and the pines are deep 
in shadow , 
And it's violet in the darkness, and rosy in the light; 
And the big stars slowly dream out, and the little 
moon hangs tender, 
And the lamps gleam from the windows, and it's still 
and sweet and night. 
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Oh, I cannot bear the rushing, and the whirl and 
swirl o-f cities, 
And the people who are tired of the work, that's 
theirs to do 
. 
And I'm coming, coming, coming back my land of 
• 
. promise, 
With your loneliness, and loveliness, I'm coming 
back to you. 
> 
• 
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A SIGH FOR THE PAST 
BY HON. THOMAS TALBOT 
When memory wings her flights to distant days, 
And rests on scenes o~ pleasure long gone by; 
The heart, retouched by friendships hallow'd rays, 
Gives to the past, the tribute of a sigh. 
The lonely path that sweeps the rugged hill, 
The cloud capped mountain, swelling to the sky; 
The noisy wayward brook, the sedge lock'd rill 
Each has its memory, and each claims a sigh. 
And o'er the winding glen, where oft arose, 
The sportsman's shout, or hunter's echoing horn; 
The heart-awaken'd sigh, fond memory throws, 
And softly break.s young autumn's tearful morn. 
Lo ! the greensward close by the waving grove, 
And where the streamlet pours its humble tide; 
Where lovers walked, and where to walk was love: 
There drops a sigh, that once loved scene beside. 
1"he tower dismantled on yon sloping gro·und, 
Where peasants rude, list the unearthly cry; 
That breaks 'mid fragments scattered widely 
round, 
Say, is not that the claimant of a sigh? 
. 
And too, those serried bowers, where o·nce arose 
The mantling swell of music to the sky; 
Where now no more the incensed anthem flows, 
Recipients are, of the unbidden sigh. 
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. . 
The glance; that glance that rests upon the 
trophied field, 
Where fame once lit, th' ancestral warrior's eye; 
Whose nerves unyielding, early freedom steeled, 
Illumes the scen.e of glory with a sigh. · 
., 
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NEWFOUNDLAND CHRISTMAS 
BY BRO. JUSTIN, C. S. C. 
The memories of other days surround me 
As Christmas time again creeps on apace; 
Once more I view the happy scenes of childhood, 
And read a welcome in each kindly face. 
Across the mighty ocean, th~re are friendships , 
That beckon most alluringly to me; 
Th~ sympathetic moonbeams light a sea trail, 
And in fancy I am where I long to be. 
I clasp the hand of comrade long remembered, 
Sure the pressure sends through every vein a thrill; 
And I see a paraclise of mystic beauty, 
As the frost gems sparkle on the snow clad hill. 
The haunting music of a thousand sleigh bells, 
The merry crunching of the frosty snow; 
Fills all the land with melody mysterious, 
Like the "Glorias" of the angels long ago. 
Arrayed in robes of ermine's velvet whiteness 
The pine trees bow in homage, and in thought; 
As the Eastern Kings of old who left their country 
And to the Infant Christ, their rich gifts brought. 
The softly twinkling jewels of the heavens, 
Interwoven in the texture of the night; 
Smile down a benediction on the landscape, 
And illume the forest with a silver light. 
• 
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r 
And Christ will come again to-night to .mankind, 
And I know that .He will fi,nd a welcome spot, 
In that Island, where true hearts are ever ready, 
To atone for those who first received him not. 
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REMINIS.CENCES OF THE OLD 
"LOW BACK CAR " 
BY T. J. G. 
-
_A~·-·oriward we travel through life's weary journey, 
Our thoughts oft return to bright days of yore; 
To scenes· of our childhood to scenes nigh for-
~ gotten;: _ , 
To 'scenes that ·alas! we may never see. more. 
Dear Terra Nova, beloved are thy hillsides, _ 
Home of -the alder," the birch, and the "vat" -·· 
Fond recollections, thy name brings before me, 
I sigh for my home near the old Low Back Car·. 
0 
'Twas there my young footsteps in infancy wan_-
dered, 
My cap was the Elson, my coat plainly made;' 
And often at cricket I played on the "Barrens," 
But -since· I am told, it is called the "Parade." , 
~Twas - there I oft witnessed the Volunteers muster, · 
As with the bold Major they oft played at war; 
And at night time quite weary, but pleased, I'd re-
turn 
To seek my dear home, near the old Low Back Car. 
I often have rambled at Waterford river, 
That runs through the beautiful vale of Kilbride; 
And at the "steady" I've often times angled 
And landed the trout by that fair river's side. 
Again at the "Goulds" with my basket quite heavy, 
I spent many hours, with no troubles to mar; 
And listened to many a trout catcher's story 
As told by some friend, of the old Low Back Car. 
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I oft think I'm standing at fair ·Quidi Vidi, 
And viewing the races on that lovely lake; 
The "Hawk" and the "Native" they oft seem before 
me, , _ 
· And· many a prize in their day did they take. 
The scene made so lovely, by "Bennett's" famed 
• 
mUSIC 
Not a quaver of discord one's feelings to mar, 
But alas! Terra Nova, your sons have departed, 
And le_ft their old home by the old Low Back Car. 
Oh, dear Terra Nov~, the thought is a sad one, 
To think that your youth must forsake your fair 
shore; 
To toil for a living, from home, and 'mongst 
strangers, 
Away from the land they may never see . more. 
Oh, soon may we see you arise from your struggle, 
The day it "viii come, though it now seems afar; 
For every dark cloud has its bright silver lining, 
And we yet may be back, by the old Low Back Car. 
"' -
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GRANNY BATES' HILL 
BY M. A. DEVINE 
. ·' 
I am wandering back tonight, to visions calm and 
bright, 
As I sit alone within the firelight's glow. 
To the time when boyish dreams, were tinged with 
rosy dreams, 
In the merry, merry days of long ago. 
One scene amongst them all, with pleasure I recall, 
And memory lingers fondly with it still; 
Oh, the pleasure and the joy, when I was a iaughing 
boy, 
And went sliding over Granny Bates' Hill. 
I see thy berg-lined shore, my Island home once 
more, 
I tread thy glassy snow slopes once again, 
Tho' I've wandered far away, across the rolling sea, 
To find a home beside the hills of Maine. 
Thy cherry cheeked boys, the girls with romping 
• noise, 
Far up through memory's vale they throng at will, 
I see the hill side white, I see the moonlight bright, 
I see the slides on Granny Bates' Hill. 
The snows of sixty year, have tinged and streaked 
my hair, 
I've many brawny sons to manhood grown, 
I see the church-yard still, beneath the pine crowned 
hill 
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Where after death my body shall be thrown. 
But in the brands to~night, I trace a vision bright, 
A scene that makes my inmost spirit thrill. 
I waft a backward sigh, to youthful days gone by , 
When sliding over Granny Bates' Hill. _ 
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· - . · LINES 
Commemorative of the arrival at St. Johns of Sir John 
Hawley Glover, Governor of Newfoundland, and his young 
bride, Lady Glover, Nov. 23, 1876. 
BY 
Professor John F , Morris, St. Bonaventure's College 
-. 
Glad greetings and welcomes resound 
As we hail thee a.mongst us once more; 
And Caed Mille Failthas abound 
F'or the Loved One, love brought to our shore. 
Though brief be the span of the days 
That are thine in this loyal old Land 
Thou art loved in the works and the ways 
That are fruit of thy heart and thy hand. 
Many years be it given to draw 
Still nearer all hearts unto thine; 
Thy scutcheon, unflecked by a flaw, 
Our loyalty's wreath shall entwine 
When years, and the changes of years 
Thy lot, may have cast far away, 
Thy memory, like aught that endears 
Will linger undimmed by decay. 
Old England is proud of thy fame 
Won nobly on fields well fought; 
Coomassie re-echoes thy name 
Through the deeds by thy valour bought 
Where Arms gave their place to Art, 
And the soldier as ruler appears, 
Thou did'st play well a Statesman's part 
And Lagos thy voice still hears. 
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May thine be the bounty of years, 
With fruit of the longings of love; 
And joy, with no record of tears, 
'. 
And the gift of the olive branch dove. 
If tl1y youth mingled shadows and light 
In places of danger and strife, 
Now Heaven and Fortune unite 
To weave warp, and weave woof of thy life. 
THE EXILE'S RETURN 
t 
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THE EXILE'S RETURN 
BY J.t\S. H. NICHOLS 
Today I received a letter from my old friend .. Tommy 
Snow, 
Who left the shores of Terra Nova, son:Ie twenty 
_ years ago; 
And as I read it o'er and o'er, the tears welled to my 
eyes, 
And fond memory took a backward flight, when· Tom 
and I were boys. 
Once more I'll clasp his honest hand, look in his dark 
--- - ··_ blue eyes, · 
For in August next--in the Old Home Week he's 
_ co~ing with the boys. 
;:, i 
"Dear Jim" he says, "I've prospered here, and of 
·~ - , wealth I've got my fill, . -
But my heart is longing to once again, see dear old 
· Southside Hill. - · 
To whip once more loved Paddy's pond, and -see the 
_ -beauties rise, · 
Or fish down Manuels river, as we did when we were 
boys. " 
How often did we "mooch" -from school, and run up 
Garrison Hill · _ . -~ 
And_ scamper off to Rennie's, for the dam beside the 
mill ; , ·· · , · · -.. 
Then -off again to Burton's pond, to hunt the·" wild 
musk-rat, ~ · ., 
Dear Jim, of all our other sports, nothing could beat 
that. ··- ·" 
.,; ... _J •• 
f 
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And now you've got your footers, sturdy lads and 
true·-
The plucky stars, the C. E. I.'s, and the gallant boys 
in blue; 
To uphold Terra Nova's fame, I know they . ever 
shall, 
But give to me the "Waddock," as we kicked it on 
the Mall. 
We had no high-toned ladies, to applaud us as we 
fought, 
No cries of "off-side" "foul" "a foul" to make us 
' ' ' 
· players wrath. · 
No lemon time to take a rest, at half time of the 
game, 
But Jimmy dear, you recollect, we got there just the 
same. 
· You also have your hockey team, who added to your 
fame, 
By defeating the Haligonians, who are adepts at the 
game; 
But give to me a picket, nailed to an old cow's horn 
Then hurrah, for pucking hurley boys, quite early in 
the mom. 
'Twas, "Shinny on your own side" in a meadow, 
known as Finn's 
An old tin can served as a puck, and God protect 
your shins. 
That kind of game, chum ·Jimmie, was enjoyed by us 
with zest 
Attired in a pair of pants, sans jacket, boots and 
vest. 
'l'll~ PA'l'l-JS 'fO ·~{ES'I'ERDi\)" 209 
Ah, yes, old chum, I'm coming home with the boys 
in August next, 
For my heart is yearning to see you, and I want but 
small pretext 
To leave again for my own loved home my home 
beside the sea-
For Newfoundland loved Newfoundland the only 
home for me. 
And now I ask a favor Jim you'll do it for my sake, 
Plant a flower on the little grave, at the south side of 
the Lake 
.l\ little one lies buried there, the rest your under-
stand, 
So now you know why I long to see, my own dear 
native land." 
.. 
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VILLA NOVA 
BY PROFESSOR JOHN F. MORRIS 
Erstwhile named Bellvue, hail now Villa Nova! 
Gazing o'er lake and o'er sea, 
Beam the soft sunshine of Heaven on thy future 
Orphans Home ever to be. 
Oft have thy halls rung with mirth, d.ance and carol 
Footsteps of pleasure set free 
Oft the gay laughter of bride and of bridegroom 
Awakened blithe echoes in thee. 
Now thou art wooing a holier mission 
'Midst the grove down by the sea 
Pleasures dethroned, and God's love holds a 
sceptre 
That has been and ever will be. 
Thou to the orphan boy, wilt be a mother 
Guiding his faltering frail feet, 
Thou when the world frowns and buffets and 
curses, 
Wilt take him and love him and greet. 
Thou wilt take him and train him, and shield him 
As tender plant kept from storm's strife 
Thou wilt watch him till manhood o'ertakes him 
Well armed for the battle of life. 
Fond will each foster child, dear Villa Nova 
Soon as he's lattnched on life's sea 
214 TJI.E .PATHS TO YESTERDAY 
Nurtured and strengthened, and armored with 
• 
virtue, ,. .. . .. , 
Look back, with Jove's look upon thee. 
1~11 . the y~ar 1885 the wayside inn of Bellvue, a pretty little 
country villa, near the outskirts of St. Johns, was converted 
into an . industrial home for the protection and education of 
the Roman Catholic orphan boys of Newfoundland. The late 
Father Michael Morris, brother of the Honorable Lord Morris, 
and also the writer of the above poem was the .founder. The 
Home was known as Villa Nova. It has since been taken 
. ... 
over by the Christian Brothers. Its present site is Mount 
Cashel, _about two miles from the city. 
(From collection of Newfoundland Poems, published by 
Mr. James Murphy, oSt. Johns). 
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TERRA NOVA 
BY THE LATE ISABELLA ROGERSON 
Our own Newfoundland, rocked in tempest and 
storm, 
With thy headlands of grandeur and glory, 
We love thee, with love and devotion as warm, 
As was e'er land beloved in story. 
A brave land thou art, for the storm king in wrath, 
With mountainous billows hath swept thee, 
I 
. 
They have thundered and foamed, through the ages 
long past, 
But the hand that created hath kept thee. 
The winter hath clad thee in crystal and pearl, 
With iceberg and icefield surrounding; 
But safe lie the ships in the sheltering arms, 
Of thy bays, and deep harbours abounding. 
'fhou hast wealth in the ocean, and wealth in the 
wood, 
And mineral wealt1:1 worth the seeking, 
And rivers, and lakes, and fiords as grand, 
As Norway e'er had in her keeping. 
Newfoundland holds the key to the Western world, 
Newfoundland holds the key to our heart, · 
And we'll love her, and prize her, and pray for her 
too, 
Till memory and feeling depart. 
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SONGS OF THE SEA 
This poem, or introduction to "Songs of the Sea" was. writ-
ten on the shores of Lake Superior, by the late Rev. R. Howley 
D.D. 
Far from thy voice, thy vision and the swell 
Of thy broad breast--whose milly foam was sap 
Of my young life I long once more to dwell 
Anear thy flow, to nestle in thy lap, 
Fond mother Ocean! Lorn, I fain would sing 
Thy beauty, bounty, and the nameless bliss 
That once was mine, when thou did'st o'er me fling 
The mantle of thy wave, and thrill me with thy kiss. 
Away, where lifeless lakes their ripples throw 
On shores as soft and smooth, and tame as they, 
I sicken o'er this mime of thy majestic flow. 
Oh, but to breathe thy breath, and drink thy spray! 
Or from some bastion rock, that stems thy might 
On bold Atlantic coast, thy ever-changing light, 
And bathe my very soul, within thy bounding tide! 
For I am of the Sea King race that steered 
In days lang syne, ~rom Scandinavian fiords, 
And, dauntless, round the northern isles careered; 
One hand on helm or brace, one on their swords, 
The Borgs, ycleped were they, in Olaff's train 
For they were stern and strong as granite rock. 
And Bourkes in Gaul, De Burgos in old Spain, 
They made the western shores, quake to their battle 
shock! 
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Fain would I sing thee, Sea, in numbers rude 
That reel, as drunk, with Thy strong_ reek and rime, 
Ring out, 0 muse, the shout of that wild brood 
Begot of ocean ooze, in the mad prime · - . 
Of Thetis' years, when first her womb did glow 
To prow and keelson, plunged amid her flow; ~ . 
But ah! my heart is but a hollow shell 
That sings sad songs when waked by oceans spell.~ 
,. -
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THE OUTHARBOUR PLANTER 
BY ~1. A. DEVINE . 
"The times baint what they used to be 'bout fifty 
year or so ago." 
And he hooked a coal from the bar-room stove, and 
set his T. D. pipe aglow. 
''The boys be changed, the men be changed, their 
places supplied by fraud an ranter., · · 
· But deadest of all the burr'd past, is the dead an gon·e 
outharbo·ur planter. 
,. 
. ' 
"He's gone with "gansy" an corduroy pants, with 
Hamburg boots an ne'er a collar, 
He's gone wid cook-room, pork an duff, gone wid the 
good old pillar dollar. . 
.,Gone wid his share at Christmas time, gone wid his 
rum in the red decanter, 
His cheerful v'ice, an breezy song, are burr'ed low 
wid the outport planter. 
, I 
" 'Tis true he was bluff, and someyvhat rude, an 
hadn't a stock of college manners 
His gurls war'nt trained in boardin' schools, an didn~t 
thump on grand pianos, , 
But they'd gut a fish, or make a shirt, an at dawn, 
rise at a call instanter; " 
They were truthful, honest, kind an good, the simple 
gurls of the outport planter. · . _:. 
. . 
"His place supplied by a class of dude, ·(I've seed the 
word in the Y ...ankee papers) 
Wid standin' collars, an shiny boots, wid cheap 
cigars, an sickenin' capers, 
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Wid shop made clothes, and silvern rings, an larnin 
enough to fool an banter, 
You'd drown em all wid yer nippers spray, those pale 
faced sons of the outport planter. 
Year in, year out, he done his work, as best he knew 
in his position, 
The winter seed him mend his nets, the summer seed 
him go a-fishin'. 
The priest, the parson, he always paid, (the regular 
men, but not the ranter) 
For the latter class, no favor found, with the ortho-
dox outharbour planter. 
"His house, the village meetin' place, tho it was 
always not a mansion, 
Its carpet was a sanded floor, wid sometimes saw-
dust on the planchin. 
Here song an merry dance went round, the tunes 
supplied wid cook-room chanter, 
The reel, cotillion, (not the waltz) was the dance 
enjoyed by the old outharbour planter. 
"I know quite well, he had his faults, an made men 
work both night an mornin' 
But then, he did~n't spare himself, amore than three 
hours rest a scornin'. 
An he cussed an swore when the fish was scarce, an 
drank too deep of the red decanter, 
An bad molasses, an rotten flour, was sometimes sold 
by the outharbour planter. 
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"But when 'counts be squared at the final day, an 
into the Ledger, the Lard is searchin' 
He'll say, 'I find you cussed a sight, an sometimes 
you stuck the Marchin' 
But you clothed the naked, the hungry fed, so go up 
fust \vid the harps an chanters, 
The place reserved for all good men, an honest, 
square outharbour planters'.'' 
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TANK TALK 
· · Note This poem was written by H. Y. Mott in 1897, when 
the "Holly Branch" \Vas in bloom, and when civic conveni-
ences were few, including a supply of water from household 
pipes. Most of the people had to get their water from public 
tanks, which was the Forum for all domestic questions. Mr. 
Thomas Cragg, and the late Martin Furlong, and W. Carrol, 
were three of the literary coterie who made the Holly Branch 
such a success. Editor o j The Pren~ier. 
There are many institutions in this growing little 
town, 
Where important public questions are debated up-
side down; 
Where the members are most active, in putting forth 
their views ; 
And where it sometimes happens, _ they. promptly pay 
their dues; · 
Here the "Rules and Bye-laws" govern all the antics 
of debate, 
Here the chairman gets the "go-along" if he's five 
minutes late, 
But though here, where all is orderly, and keen, and 
cool, and frank, . 
The place to settle questions is around the turbid 
tank. 
In the evening, in the twilight, when the scrubbing 
~ - all is done, , 
And ordinary house affairs sleep with the setting sun, 
The ·youth who "bazzes" marbles, and delights in 
other tricks, 
· .l\nd the little girl who learns at school, that three 
times two are six. 
) 
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With the maid of nineteen summers, who at some 
old woman's wish .· 
.:Titivates herself to meet her beau, who daily "yaf-
>: · · '·fles" ·fish 
. - . ' . 
~Meet the women folk of all the lanes, obese as well 
~, . as lank, . . 
,To wait their . "turn" and scold and talk, around the 
·· ~ · public tank. 
Very ~arnest are these pilgrims after water and the 
news, 
Very anxious are they, young or old, to interchange 
r-• . their views, 
Very crude are the expressions, most of which we 
may not name, 
~'~e.ry awkward in their grammer, but they get there 
just the same . 
. T.hey are brimming o'er with grievances, with cares 
· of church and state, 
.A.nd the way in vvhich they "argify" is awful to re-
la'te, 
~'rhey ventilate their arguments, in strangely force-
ful clank, 
~ IJ.d shed nuggets of cold wisdom, in the evening 
· round the tank . 
. A.~dame named B.ulah Rooney, (her daughter's name 
· is Annie) · 
~Lz;e~ up . t_he , Board of Health, and tells how "my 
~-~:-· ... man's sister Fanny" · · _ 
'Had her cosy home disfigured, with "Old W!nslow's" 
r - ... ~-. y,a)l~r label ' : 
·- \Tvhen the story that qisease was there was nothing 
but a fable. 
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While "that switcher, Nancy Blatherly" whose hus-
band's in the swim 
Ca11 \riolate the law, and nothing's ever said to him. 
"But we'll show 'em yet" says Bulah, "that their 
money or their rank_, 
Will avail them very little, 'gainst us people round 
the tank." 
An anxious matron who has sons, and entertains 
r- strong fears, 
1"'hat the boys may "get to drinking" with the quick 
. advancing· years, 
Utters sentiments with which, 'most all right minded 
. 
men agree, 
As she says, "the license laws are most ridiculous to 
me. 
"I don' abuse the publican, he has the right to sell, 
"But sheebeens, and they are plenty, should be 
rooted out pell mell 
"How ·is it that the court officials make the law a 
blank?'' 
"They take· it on the sly themselves" is whispered 
from the tank. 
·comes a gravely · solemn woman, arrayed in mourn-
ing deep 1 
Whose husband has for several years be·en quietly 
asleep, . . 
·Her grfevantes are manifold, she never ·gets her dues, 
And she adds her daily· quota, to the general stock of 
. .. 
news. 
, She grumoles over everything; from Heaven down to 
.. earth, 
~ 
" . 
• 
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·Complaining that of charity, there is a dreadful 
dearth; 
,The crowd, ho,vever, size her up, and votes her down 
a crank, 
Making nasty observations, as she ambles from the 
tank. 
T~e girls, too, have their innings, and chatter every 
· chance, 
Of the latest things in fashion, or the newest kind 
of dance, 
They swap ideas of sweethearts, and raise up quite 
a hum, 
With special talk of Sis's chap who's just from 
Boston come. 
Sotne earnestly contended that he ''has grown an 
upstart "quite, 
While others claim that "Sis" to him has got no 
earthly right. 
Some say he's smart and steady, "got money in the 
bank" 
While she's a "good for nothing stump" with others 
round the tank. 
·Orte other habitue comes in for mention on the list 
'Tis the old decrepid grandpa, just able to exist 
'His poor "old woman" stays at home, unable now to 
work 
While the old man through rheumatics, does his 
might with painful jerk; 
As he trudges on he ruminates upon his family grown, 
The children, dead or married, the old folks alone, 
Still though poor, and almost friendless, he says "my 
God I thank, 
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For health and strength to visit each day the public 
tank. 
All tl1ings change, and so must tank talk, so also will 
the tank, 
For the Municipal Council, has a bran new-fangled 
prank, 
And with sewerage improvements, every house will 
be supplied 
With the necessary water, which to tanks shall be 
denied. 
But, "as sure as eggs" for many generations yet to 
come, 
This old city institution will have charms like home 
sweet home, 
And in future as our children's children frolic, shall 
be drank, 
Toasts in clear and good cold water, to the memory 
of the TANK. 
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